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3-  KING  HENRY  VIII.  Att  I. 

Nor.  I  thank  your  grace  : 
Healthful  ;  and  ever  iince  a  frafh  admirer 
Of  ay  hat  I  faw  there. 

Buck.  An  untimely  ague 
Stay'd  me  a  prifoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
Thofe  fons  of  glory,  thole  two  lights  of  men, 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde. 

Nor.  'Twixt  Guines  and  Arde  : 
I  was  then  prefent,  faw  them  falute  on  horfeback ; 
Beheld  them,  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 
In  their  embracement,  as  they  grew  together  ; 
Which  had  they,  what  four  thron'd  ones  could  have 
weighed  i 

Such  a  compounded  one  ?  v 

Buck.  All  the  whole  time 
I  was  my  chamber's  prifoner. 

Ncr.  Then  you  loft 
The  view  of  earthly  glory  :  Men  might  fay, 
'Till  this  time,  pomp  was  fmgle :  but  now  marry 'd 
To  one  above  itfelf,    Each  follow  ing  day 
Became  the  next  day's  matter,  till  the  laft 
Made  former  wonder's  it's  :  To-day  the  French,, 
All  clinquant,  all  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods, 
Shone  down  the  Engliih  ;  ^nd,  to-morrow,  they 
Made  Britain,.  India  ;  every  man,  that  ftocd, 
Shewed  like  a  mine.    Their  dwarfifh  pages  were 
As  cherubims,  all  gilt:  the  madams  too, 
Not  us'd  to  toil,  did  almoft  fweat  to  bear 
That  pride  upon  them,  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  painting  :  now  this  mafk 
Was  cry'd  incomparable  ;  and  the  enfuing  night 
Made  it  a  fool,  and  beggar.    The  two  kings, 
Equal  in  luftre,  w  ere  now  beft,  nowr  worit, 
As  preience  did  prefent  rhem  ;  him  in  eye, 
Still  him  in  praile  :  and,  being  prefent  both, 
'T.was  faid,  they  faw  but  one  :  and  no  dilcerner 
Durft  wag  his  tongue  in  cenfure.    When  thefc  funs", 
(For  fo  they  phrafe  'em)  by  their  heralds  challeng'd 
The  noble  fpirits  to  arms,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought's  COmpafs:  that  former  fabulous  ftory, 
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Being  now  Teen  pofilble  enough,  got  credit, 
That  Bevis  was  believ'd. 
Buck.  Oh,  you  go  far. 
Nor.  As  I  belong  to  worfhip,  and  affect 
In  honour  honefty,  the  tract  of  every  thing 
Would  by  a  good  difcourfer  lofe  fome  life, 
Which  action's  felf  was  tongue  to.    All  was  royal ; 
To  the  difpofing  of  it  nought  rebeii'd, 
Order  gave  each  thing  view ;  the  oflice  did 
Diftinctly  his  full  function. 

Buck.  Who  did  guide, 
I  mean,  who  fet  the  body  and  the  limbs 
Of  this  great  fport  together,  as  you  guefs  ? 

Nor.  One,  certes,  that  promifes  no  element 
In  fuck  a  bufinefs. 

Buck.  I  pray  you,  who,  my  lord? 
Nor.  All  this  was  order'd  by  the  good  difcreucn 
Of  the  right  reverend  cardinal  of  York. 

Buck.  The  devil  fpeed  him  !  no  man's  pye  is  freed 
Frcm  his  ambitious  finger.    What  had  he 
To  do  in  thefe  fierce  vanities  ?  I  wonder, 
That  fuch  a  keech  can  with  his  very  bulk 
Take  up  the  rays  o'  the  beneficial  fun, 
And  keep  it  from  the  earth. 

Nor.  Surely,  fir, 
There's  in  him  fluff  that  puts  him  to  thefe  ends ; 
For,  being  not  propt  by  anceftry,  (whofe  grace 
Chaik'd  fucceffors  their  way)  nor  call'd  upon 
For  high  feats  done  to  the  crown  ;  neither  ally'd 
To  eminent  affiflants,  but,  fpider-like, 
Out  of  his  felf-drawing  web,  he  gives  us  note, 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way  ; 
A  gift  thai  heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  king. 

Aber.  I  cannot  tell 
What  heaven  hath  given  him,  let  iome  graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that:  but  I  can  fee  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him  ;  Whence  has  he  that  ? 
If  not  from  hell,  the  devil  is  a  niggard  ; 
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Or  has  given  all  before,  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himfelf. 

Buck.  Why  the  devil, 
Upon  this  French  going-out,  took  he  upon  him 
Without  the  privity  o'  the  king  to  appoint 
Who  mould  attend  on  him  ?  He  makes  up  the  file 
Cf  all  the  gentry  ;  for  the  moft  part  fuch 
Too,  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon  :  and  his  own  letter, 
The  honourable  board  of  council  out, 
Muft  fetch  in  him  he  papers. 

Aber.  I  do  know 
Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  leaft,  that  have 
By  this  fo  ficken'd  their  eftates,  that  never 
They  fhall  abound  as  formerly.  x 

Buck.  O  many 
Have  broke  their  backs  with  laying  manors  on  them 
For  this  great  journey.    What  did  this  vanity 
But  minifter  communication  of 
A  moft  poor  iffue  ? 

Nor.  Grievingly,  I  think, 
The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values 
The  coft  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buck.  Every  man, 
After  the  hideous  ftorm  that  follow'd,  was 
A  thing  infpir'd;  and,  not  confulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  prophecy,— That  this  tempeft, 
Dafhing  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboaded 
The  fudden  breach  on't. 

Nor.  Which  is  budded  out ; 
For  France  hath  fiaw?d  the  league,  and  hath  attach  d 
Our  merchants'  goods  at  Bourdeaux. 

Aber.  Is  it  therefore 
The  ambaffador  is  fiienc'd  ? 

Nor.  Marry,  is't. 

Aber.  A  proper  title  of  a  peace  ;  and  purchas  d 
At  a  fuperfluous  rate  ! 

Buck.  Why,  all  this  bufinefe 
Our  reverend  cardinal  carry'd. 
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Nor.  Like  it  your  grace, 
The  ftate  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  cardinal.    I  advife  you, 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  wifhes  towards  you 
Honour  and  plenteous  fafety  (that  you  read 
The  cardinal's  malice  and  his  potency 
Together :  to  consider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effect,  wants  not 
A  miniiter  in  his  power :  You  know  his  nature, 
That  he's  revengeful ;  and  I  know,  his  fword 
Hath  a  fharp  edge  :  it's  long,  and,  it  may  be  faid, 
It  reaches  far ;  and  where  'twill  not  extend, 
Thither  he  darts  it.    Bofom  up  my  counfel, 
You'll  find  it  wholefome.  Lo,  where  comes  that  rock, 
That  I  advife  your  fhunning. 

Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  the  purfe  home  he/ore  him, 
certain  of  the  guard,  and  two  Secretaries  *with  pa- 
pers. The  Cardinal  in  his  paffage  fixeth  his  eye  on 
Buckingham,  and  Buckingham  on  him,  both  full  of 
difdait:. 

WoL  The  duke  of  Buckingham's  furvey or?  ha, 
Where's  his  examination  ? 

Seer.    Here,  fo  pleafe  you. 

WoL  Is  he  in  perfon  ready  ? 

Seer.  Ay,  pleafe  your  grace. 

WoL  Well,  we  fhall  then  know  more ;  and  Buck- 
ingham 
Shall  lefTen  this  big  look. 

[Exeunt  Cardinal,  and  his  train. 

Buck.  This  butcher's  cur  is  venom-mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him;  therefore,  bell 
Not  wake  him  in  his  (lumber.    A  beggar's  book 
Outworth's  a  noble's  blood. 

Nor.  What,  are  you  chaPd  ? 
Afk  God  for  temperance;  that's  the  appliance  only, 
Which  your  difeafe  requires. 

Buck.  I  read  in  his  looks 
Matter  againft  me ;  and  his  eye  reviPd 
Me,  as  his  abject  object :  at  this  inftant 
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He  bores  me  with  fome  trick :  He's  gone  to  the  king  ; 
I'll  follow,  and  ou-tftare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  lord, 
And  let  your  reafon  with  your  choler  queftion 
What  'tis  you  go  about :  To  climb  ileep  hills, 
Requires  flow  pace  at  nrfl  :  Anger  is  like 
A  full  hot-horfe  ;  who  being  allow'd  his  way, 
Self-mettle  tires  him.    Not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advife  me  like  you  :  be  to  yourfelf, 
As  you  would  to  your  friend. 

Buck.  I'll  to  the  king  ; 
And  from  a  mouth  of  honour  quite  cry  down 
'This  Ipfwich  fellow's  infolence  ;  or  proclaim, 
There's  difference  in  no  perfons.  ^ 

Ncr.  Be  advis'd ; 
Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  fo  hot 
That  it  do  finge  yourfelf:  We  may  outrun, 
By  violent  fwiftnefs,  that  which  we  run  at, 
And  lofe  by  over-running.    Know  you  not, 
The  fire,  that  mounts  the  liquor  'till  it  run  o'er, 
In  feeming  to  augment  it,  -waftes  it?  Be  advis'd  ; 
I  fay  again,  there  is  no  Englifh  foul 
More  Wronger  to  direct  you  than  yourfelf ; 
If  with  the  fap  of  reafon  yo  1  would  quench, 
Or  but  allay,  the  fire  of  paflion. 

Buck.  Sir, 
I  am  thankful  to  you ;  and  I'll  go  along 
By  your  prefcription  : — but  this  top-proud  fellow, 
(Whom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
From  nncere  motions)  by  intelligence, 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  July,  when 
We  fee  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 

Nor.  Say  not,  treafonous. 

Buck.  To  the  king  I'll  iay't ;  and  make  my  vouch 
as  flrong 

Aa  fhore  of  rock.  Attend.  This  holy  fcx, 
Or  wolf,  or  both,  (for  he  is  equal  ravenous 
As  he  is  fubtle  ;  and  as  prone  to  mifchief 
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As  able  to  perform't :  his  mind  and  place 
Infe&ing  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally) 
Only  to  mew  his  pomp  as  well  in  France 
As  here  at  home,  fuggefts  the  king  our  mafter 
To  this  lail  coftly  treaty,  the  interview, 
That  fwallowed  fo  much  treafure,  and  like  a  glais 
Did  break  i'  the  rinfing. 
Nor.  'Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 

Buck.  Pray  give  me  favour,  fir.    This  cunning 
cardinal 

The  articles  o'  the  combination  drew, 

As  himfelf  pleas'd;  and  they  were  ratify'd, 

As  he  cry'd,  Thus  let  be  :  to  as  much  end, 

As  give  a  crutch  to  the  dead  :  But  our  court  cardinal 

Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well ;  for  worthy  Wolfey, 

Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.    Now  this  follows, 

(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 

To  the  old  dam,  treafon) — Charles  the  emperor, 

Under  pretence  to  fee  the  queen  his  aunt, 

(For 'twas,  indeed,  his  colour  ;  but  he  came 

To  whifper  Wolfey)  here  makes  vifitation  : 

His  fears  were,  that  the  interview,  betwixt 

England  and  France,  might,  through  their  amity. 

Breed  him  fome  prejudice  ;  for  from  this  league 

Peep'd  harms  that  menac'd  him  :  He  privily 

Deals  with  our  cardinal ;  and,  as  I  trow. — 

Which  I  do  well ;  for,  I  am  fure,  the  emperor 

Pay 'd  ere  he  promis'd;  whereby  his  fait  was  granted  . 

Ere  it  was  afk'd — but  when  the  way  was  made, 

And  pav'd  with  gold,  the  emperor  thus  deiir'd  ; — 

That  he  would  pleafe  to  alter  the  king's  courfe, 

And  break  the  forefaid  peace.    Let  the  king  know, 

(As  foon  he  fnall  by  me)  that  thus  the  cardinal 

Does  buy  and  fell  his  honour  as  he  pleafes, 

And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Nor.  I  am  forry 
To  hear  this  of  him ;  and  could  willi,  he  were 
Something  miftaken  in't. 

Buck.  No,  not  a  fyilable  ; 

Vol.  VI,  '  B 
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J  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  fhape, 
He  fhall  appear  in  proof. 

Enter  Brandon  ;  a  Serjeant  at  Anns  before  bim,  and 
t-zvo  or  three  of  the  guard. 
Bran.  Your  office,  ferjeant ;  execute  it. 
S-erj.  Sir, 

My  ford  the  duke  of  Buckingham,  and  earl 
Of  Hertford,  Stafford  and  Northampton,  I 
Arrefi  the*  of  high  treafon,  in  the  name 
Of  our  moS.  Cpvereign  king. 

Buck.  Lo  yot^  my  lord, 
The  net  has  fallen  upon  me  ;  I  fnall  periih 
Under  device  and  practice. 

Bran.  I  am  forry 
To  fee  you  ta'en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  buiinefs  prefent :  'Tib  his  highnefs'  pleafure, 
You  mail  to  the  Tower. 

Buck.  It  will  help  me  nothing, 
To  plead  mine  innocence  ;  for  that  dye  is  on  me, 
Which  makes  my  whiter!  part  black.    The  will  of 
heaven 

Be  done  in  this  and  all  things!  I  obey. — 

Omy  lord  Aberga'ny,  fare  you  well. 

Bran.  Nay,  he  malt  bear  you  company : — The 
king  [To  A  berg. 

Is  pleas'd  yea  mall  to  the  Tower,  'till  you  know 
How  he  determines  further. 

Abcr.  As  the  duke  laid, 
The  will  of  heaven  be  done,  and  the  king's  pleafure 
By  me  obeyed ! 

Bran.  Here  is  a  warrant  from 
The  king,  to  attach  lord  Montacute ;  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  duke's  confeflbr,  John  de  la  Court, 
One  Gilbert  Peck,  his  chancellor, — 

Buck.  So,  f o  ; 
Thcfe  are  the  limbs  cf  the  plot :  No  more,  I  hope. 

Bran.  A  monk  o'  the  Chartreux. 

Buck.  O  Nicholas  Hopkins  ? 

Braii.  He  r 
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Buck.  My  iurveyor  is  falfe;  the  o'er-great  cardinal 
Hath  fhew'd  him  gold  :  my  life  is  fpann'd  already  : 
I  am  the  madow  of  poor  Buckingham  : 
Whofe  figure  even  this  inftant  cloud  puts  on, 
By  darkening  my  clear  fun. — My  lord,  farewell. 

{Exeunt . 

SCENE  II. 

The  Council  Chamber. 
C  erne  I.     Enter  King  Henry,  leaning  on  the  Cardinal' *s 
jhouldcr  :  the  Nobles,  and  Sir  Thomas  LpVet.  The 
Cardinal  places  himfeif  under  the  King's  feet,  ok 
his  right  Jidc. 

King.  My  life  Itfelf,  and  the  belt  heart  of  it, 
Thanks  you  for  this  great  care :  I  Hood  i'  the  level 
Of  afullcharg'd  confederacy;  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  choak'd  it. — Let  be  call'd  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's  :  in  perfon 
I'll  hear  him  his  confemons  juftify  ; 
And  point  by  point  the  treaions  of  his  mailer 
He  mall  again  relate. 

A  ncife  within,  crying  Room  for  the  Queen.  Enter 
the  Queen  ujhered  by  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and 
Suffolk:  Jhe  kneels.  The  King  rifeth  from  his  fate, 
takes  her  up,  kiffes,  and  placet h  her  by  him. 
Queen.  Nay,  we  mail  longer  kneel ;  I  am  a  (tutor. 
King.  Arife,  and  take  your  place  by  us : — Half 
your  fuit 

Never  name  to  us ;  you  have  half  our  poSn  er : 
The  other  moiety  ere  yon  afk,  is  given  ; 
Repeat  your  w  ill  and  take  it. 

Queen.  Thank  your  majefty. 
That  you  would  love  yourfelf ;  and,  in  that  love, 
Not  unconfider'd  leave  your  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  point 
Of  my  petition. 

King.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 

Queen.  I  am  folicited,  not  by  a  few, 
And  thefe  of  true  condition';  that  yonr  fubje&s 
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Are  in  great  grievance :  There  have  been  commiflions 
Sent  down  among  them,  winch  have  flaw'd  the  heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties : — wherein,  although, 

[To  Wolfey, 

My  good  lord  cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 
Moft  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter-on 
Of  thefe  exactions,  yet  the  king  our  mailer, 
(Whofe  honour  heaven  fhield  from  foil!)  even  he 
efcapes  net 

Language  unmannerly,  yea,  fuch  which  breaks 
The  fides  of  loyalty,  and  almoft  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

Nor,  Not  almoft.  appears, 
It  doth  appear  :  for,  upon  thefe  taxations, 
The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  fpinfters,  carders,  failers,  weavers,  who, 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  defperate  manner. 
Daring  the  event  to  the  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar, 
And  Danger  ferves  among  them. 

King,  Taxation  ! 
Wherein?  and  what  taxation  ? — My  lord  cardinal, 
You  that  are  biam'd  for  it  alike  with  us, 
Know  you  of  this  taxation  ? 

JVol.  Pieafe  you,  fir, 
I  know  but  of  a  frngle  part,  in  aught 
Pertains  to  the  Rate  ;  and  front  but  in  that  rile 
Where  others  tell  Heps  with  me. 

Queen,  No,  my  lord, 
You  know  no  more  than  others :  but  you  frame 
Things,  that  are  known  alike;  w  hich  are  not  whole- 
lorn  e 

To  thofe  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  mult 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.    Thefe  exactions, 
Whereof  my  fovereign  would  have  note,  they  are 
Molt  peftilent  to  the  hearing ;  and,  to  bear  them, 
The  back  is  facrince  to  the  load.    They  fay, 
They  are  devisM  by  you  ;  or  elfe  you  fufTev 
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Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

King.  Still  exaction ! 
The  nature  of  it  ?  In  what  kind,  let's  know, 
Is  this  exaction  ? 

Queen.  1  am  much  too  venturous 
In  tempting  of  your  patience  ;  but  am  bolder/ d 
Under  your  promis'd  pardon.    The  fubjecVs  grief 
Comes  through  commiflions,  which  compel  from  each 
The  fixth  part  of  his  fubftance,  to  be  levy  'd 
Without  delay  ;  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  nam'd,   your  wars  in  France  :   This  makes  bold 
mouths  : 

Tongues  fpit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 

Allegiance  in  them  ;  their  curfes  now, 

Live  where  their  prayers  did  ;  and  it's  come  to  paf% 

That  tradable  obedience  is  a  Have 

To  each  incenfed  will.    I  would,  your  highnefs 

Would  give  it  quick  confideration,  for 

There  is  no  primer  bufmefs. 

King.  By  my  life, 
This  is  againft  cur  pleafure. 

Wol.  And  for  me, 
I  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  fingle  voice  ;  and  that  not  pafl  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges.    If  I  am 
Traduc'd  by  ignorant  tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  faculties,  nor  perfon,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing, — let  me  fay, 
'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 
That  virtue  muft  go  through.    We  niuftnot  feint 
Our  necefTary  actions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  cenfures ;  which  ever, 
As  ravenous  fifties.,  do  a  veffel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd  ;  but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing.    What  we  oft  do  beft, 
By  fick  interpreters,  once  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd;  what  worft,  as  oft 
Hitting  a  grolfer  quality,  is  cry'd  up 
For  cur  bt&  aft.    If  we  (hall  ftand  Mill, 
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In  fear  oar  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  carp'd  at, 
We  Histoid  take  root  here  where  we  fit,  or  fit 
State  ilarues  only. 

King*  Things  done  well; 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  themfeives  from  fear; 
Tilings  done  v  ithcut  example,  in  their  iffue 
Are  to  be  fear'd.    Have  you  a  precedent 
Of  t'nis  commiihon  ?  I  believe,  not  any. 
We  mud  not  rend  our  fubjecis  with  our  laws, 
And  flick  them  in  our  will.    Sixth  pan  of  each  ? 
A  trembling  contribution !  Why,  we  take, 
From  every  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  part  o'  the  timber; 
And,  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus  hack'd, 
The  air  will  drink  the  fop.    To  every  county a 
Where  this  is  queftion'd,  fend  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  every  man  that  has  deny'd 
The  force  cf  this  cominiiiion  :  Pray,  look  to't ; 
J  put  it  to  your  care. 

Wei.  A  word  with  you.  To  the  Secretary. 

Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  every  fhire, 
Of  the  king's  grace  and  pardon.    The  griev'd  com- 
mons 

Hardly  conceive  of  me ;  let  it  be  nois'd, 
That  through  our  interceiTion,  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes  :  I  fhall  anon  advile  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  .[Exit  Secretary, 

Enter  Surveyor, 

£>utcn.  I  am  forry  that  the  duke  of  Euckingham 
Is  run  ih  your  difpleafure. 

King.  It  grieves  many : 
The  gentleman  is  learned,  a  mofl  rare  fpeaker, 
To  nature  none  more  bound  ;  his  training  fuck* 
That  lie  may  furnilh  and  inftrudt  great  teachers, 
And  never  leek  for  aid  out  of  himfelf.    Yet  fee, 
When  thefe  fo  noble  benefits  fhall  prove 
Not  well  cifpos'd,  the  mini  growing  once  corrupt,. 
They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.    This  man,  fo  complete, 
Who  was  cnroird  'ciongft  wonders,  and  when  we, 
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Ahnoft  with  ravifh'd  liil'ning  could  not  find 

His  hour  of  fpeech  a  minute  ;  he,  my  lady, 

Hath  into  monftrous  habits  put  the  graces 

That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black 

As  if  befmear'd  in  hell.    Sit  by  us :   you  ihall  hear 

(  This  was  his  gentleman  in  truft)  of  him 

Tilings  to  ftrike  honour  fad. — Bid  him  recount 

The  fore-recited  practices  ;  whereof 

We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

V/cL  Stand  forth ;   and  with  bold  fpiric  relate 
what  you, 

Mod  like  a  careful  fubjefl,  have  collected 
Out  of  the  duke  of  Buckingham. 
King.  Speak  freely. 

Sum*  Firft,  it  was  ufual  with  him,  every  day 
It  would  infecl  his  fpeech,  That  if  the  king 
Shoullvs  ithout  iffue  die,  he'd  cany  it  fo 
To  make  the  fceptre  his :  thefe  very  words 
I  have  heard  him  utter  to  his  fon-in-law, 
Lord  Abcrga'ny;  to  whom  by  oath  he  menac'd 
Revenge  upon  the  cardinal. 

WoL  Pleafe  your  highnefs,  note 
This  dangerous  conception  in  this  point. 
Not  friended  by  his  v\  ifn,  to  your  high  perfon 
His  will  is  mod  malignant ;  and  it  ftretches 
Beyond  }ou,  to  your  friends. 

Queen.  My  learn'd  lord  cardinal, 
Deliver  all  with  charity. 

King.  Speak  on : 
How  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown, 
Upon  our  fall  ?  to  this  point  hall  thou  heard  hip 
At  any  time  fpeak  ought  ? 

Surz\  He  was  brought  to  this 
By  a  vain  prophecy  of  Nicholas  Hopkins. 

King.  What  was  that  Hopkins  ? 

Surv.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  friar, 
His  confeffor  ;  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  fovereignty. 

King,  How  know'lt  thou  this  I 
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Surv.  Not  long  before  your  highnefs  fped  to  France 
The  duke  being  at  the  Roie,  Within  the  parifti 
Saint  Lawrence  Poultney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  fpeech  among  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the  French  journey  :  I  reply'd, 
Men  fear'd,  the  French  would  prove  perfidious, 
To  the  king's  danger.    Prefently  the  duke 
Said,  'Twas  the  fear,  indeed:  and  that  he  doubted, 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  monk  ;  that  oft,  fays  he, 
Hath  fent  to  me,  wijhing  me  to  permit 
John  de  la  Court,  my  chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
'To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of fome  moment : 
Whom  after  under  the  confejfion  s  feal 
He folemnly  had fworn,  that,  <what  he J]>oke, 
My  chaplain  to  no  creature  living,  but 
To  me,  jhould  utter,  with  de?nure  co?ifidence 
This  paufingly  enfu> d, — Neither  the  king  nor  his  heirs 
(  Tell  you  the  duke )  jhall  profper  :  hid  him  ft  rive 
}  or  the  love  of  the  commonality  ;  the  duke 
Shall  go  vern  Engla  id.  

Queen.  If  I  know  you  well, 
You  were  the  duke's  furveyor,  and  loft  your  office 
On  the  complaint  o'  the  tenants :  Take  good  heed, 
You  charge  not  in  your  fpleen  a  noble  perfon, 
And  fpoil  your  nobler  foul ;  I  fay,  take  heed  ; 
Yes,  heartily  befeech  you. 

King.  Let  kirn  on  : — 
Go  forward. 

Surv.  On  my  foul,  I'll  fpeak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  lord  the  duke,  By  the  devil's  illufions 
The  monk  might  be  deceiv'd  ;  and  that  'twas  dan- 

g'rous  for  him 
To  ruminate  on  this  fo  far,  until 
It  fcrg'd  him  fome  defign,  which,  being  believ'd, 
It  was  much  like  to  do  :  He  anfwer'd,  Tujh  ! 
It  can  do  me  no  damage :  adding  further, 
That  had  the  king  in  his  laftficknefs  fliil'd, 
The  cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovel's  head's 
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Should  have  gone  off. 

King.  Ha!  what  fo  rank?  Ah,  ha! 

There's  mifchief  in  this  man  :  Canft  thou  fay 

further  ? 

Surv.  I  can,  my  liege. 

King .  Proceed. 

Surv.  Being  at  Greenwich, 
After  your  highnefs  had  reprov'd  the  duke 
About  Sir  William  Biomer,  

King.  I  remember 
Of  fuch  a  time  ; — Being  my  fworn  fervant, 
The  duke  retain'd  him  his. — But  on;  What  hence  ? 

Surv.  If,  quoth  he,  /  for  this  had  been  commit  ted. 
As  to  the  'lower,  I  thought,  1  would  have  flayed 
The  part  my  father  meant  to  act  upon 
The  ufurper  Richard :  who,  being  at  Salifbury, 
Made  juit  to  come  in  his  prefence  $  which  if  granted 9 
As  he  made  femblance  of  his  duty,  would 
Have  put  his  knife  into  him. 

King.  A  giant  traitor  ! 

Wol.  Now,  madam,  may  his  highnefs  live  in  free- 
dom, 

And  this  man  out  of  prifon  ? 
Queen.  God  mend  all ! 

King.  There's  fomething  more  would  out  of  thee  5 
Whatfay'ft? 

Surv.  After — the  duke  his father,— with— the  knife- — 
He  ftretch'd  him,  and,  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger* 
Another  fpread  on  his  breaft,  mounting  his  eyes, 
He  did  difcharge  a  horrible  oath  ;  whofe  tenour 
Was, — were  he  evil  us'd,  he  would  out- go 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irrefolute  purpofe. 

King.  There's  his  period, 
To  (heath  his  knife  in  us.    He  is  attach'd ; 
Call  him  to  prefent  trial :  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  'tis  his ;  if  none, 
Let  him  not  feek't  of  us :  By  day  and  night, 
He's  traitor  to  the  height*  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 

An  Apart??ient  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  the  Lord  Chamberlain*  and  Lord  Sands. 

Cham.  Is  it  poiTible,  the  (pells  of  France  fhould 
j^ggle 

Men  into  fuch  itrange  mylteries  ? 

Sands.  New  cuiloms. 
Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous, 
Nay.  let  irhem  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow'd. 

Cham.  As  far  as  I  fee,  all  the  good,  oar  Ehglifh 
Have  got  by  the  late  voyage,  is  but  merely 
A  fit  or  two  o'the  face;  but  they  are  ftsrewM  one;  ; 
For,  when  they  hold  'em,  you  would  fwear  directly, 
Their  very  nofes  had  been  counsellors 
To  Pepin,  or  Clotharius,  they  keep  ftate  fo. 

Sands.  They  have  all  new  legs,  and  lame  ones ; 
one  would  take  it, 
That  never  faw  them  pace  before,  the  fpavin 
And  fpringhah  reign'd  among  'em. 

Cham.  Death  !  my  lord, 
Their  cloths  are  after  fuch  a  pagan  cut  too, 
That,  fure,  they  have  worn  out  Chriltendom.  How 
now  ? 

What  news,  Sir  Thomas  Lovel? 

En/er  Sir  Thomas  Lo*vcl. 

Lov.  Faith,  my  lord, 
I  hear  of  none  but  the  new  proclamation 
That's  clap't  upon  the  court  gate. 

Cham.  What  is't  for  ? 

Low.    The  reformation  of  our  travell'd  gallants, 
That  £11  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  tailors. 
Cham.  I  am  glad  'tis  there  ;  now  I  would  pray  our 
monfieurs 

To  think  an  Englifh  courtier  may  be  wife, 
And  never  fee  the  Louvre. 

Low.  They  mutt  either 
(For  fo  run  the  conditions)  leave  thefe  remnants 
Of  fo  jl,  and  feather,  that  they  got  in  France, 
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With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignorance 

Pertaining  thereunto,  (as  fights,  and  fireworks ; 

Abufing  better  men  than  they  can  be, 

Out  of  a  foreign  wifdom)  renouncing  clean 

The  faith  they  have  in  tennis,  and  tall  itockings, 

Short  blifter'd  breeches,  and  thofe  types  of  travel, 

And  underftand  again  like  honefl  men  ; 

Or  pack  to  their  old  play-fellows  :  there,  I  take  it, 

They  may,  cum  privilegio,  wear  away 

The  lag  end  of  their  iewdnefs,  and  be  laugh'd  at. 

Sands. '''Vis  time  to  give  them  phy  lick,  their  difeafes 
Are  grown  fo  catching. 

Cham.  What  a  lofs  our  ladies 
Will  have  of  thefe  trim  vanities ! 

Lov.  Ay,  marry, 
There  will  be  w  oe  indeed,  lords ;  the  fly  whorefons 
Have  got  a  fpeedy  trick  to  lay  down  ladies  ? 
A  French  fong,  and  a  fiddle,  has  no  fellow. 

Sands.  The  devil  fiddle  'em  !  I  am  gkd,  they're 
going; 

(For  fure,  there's  no  converting  of 'em)  now 
An  honeli  country  lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain-fong, 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing  ;  and,  by  'r-lady, 
Held  current  mufic  too. 

Cha?n.  Well  faid,  lord  Sands  ; 
Your  colt's  tooth  is  not  cail  yet. 

Sands.  No,  my  lord ; 
Nor  mall  not,  while  I  have  a  flump, 

Cham.  Sir  Thomas, 
Whither  were  you  a-going  ? 

Lonj.  To  the  cardinal's  ? 
Your  lordfhip  is  a  gueft  too. 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true  : 
This  night  he  makes  a  fupper,  and  a  great  one, 
To  many  lords  and  ladies  ;  there  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,  I'll  arTuie  you. 

Lev.  That  churchman  bears  a  bounteeus  mind  in- 
deed, 
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A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us  ; 
His  dews  fall  every  where. 

Cham.  No  doubt,  he's  Hoble ; 
He  had  a  black  mouth,  that  faid  other  of  him. 

Sands.  He  may,  my  lord,  he  has  therewithal :  in 
him, 

Sparing  would  Ihew  a  worfe  fin  than  ill  do&rine : 
Men  of  his  way  mould  be  moll  liberal, 
They  are  fet  here  for  examples. 

Cham.  True,  they  are  fo  ; 
But  few  now  give  fo  great  ones.    My  barge  flays ; 
Your  lordinip  mail  along: — Come,  good  Sir  Thomas, 
We  (hall  be  late  elfe  ;  which  I  would  not  be, 
For  I  was  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry-Guildford, 
This  night  to  be  comptrollers. 

Sands.  I  am  your  lordihip's.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Changes  to  York-Palace. 
Hautboys.  A  J  mall  table  under  a  Ji.it e  for  the  Car- 
dinal, a  longer  table  for  the  gueffs.  Then  enter 
Aunt  Bullen.  and  divers  other  Ladies  and  Gentle- 
WMmffi,  as  guefts,  at  one  deer  j  at  another  door, 
enter  Sir  Henry  Guildford. 

Gmih  Ladies,  a  general  welcome  from  his  grace 
Salutes  you  all :  This  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content,  and  you:  none  here,  he  hopes, 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad  ;  he  would  have  all  as  merry 
As  hrft-gcod  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome, 
Can  make  good  people. — O,  my  lord,  you  are  tardy; 
Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  Lord  Sands,  and  Sir  Thomas 
Love  I. 

The  very  thought  of  this  fair  company 
Clapp'd  ¥  ings  to  me. 

Cham.  You  are  young,  Sir  Harry  Guildford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  had  the  cardinal 
But  half  my  lay-thoughts  in  him,  feme  of  theie 
Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  refted, 
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I  think,  would  better  pleafe  'em  :  By  my  life, 
They  are  a  fvveet  fociety  of  fair  ones. 

L&u,  O,  that  your  lordfhip  were  but  now  confeflbr 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe  ! 

Sands.  1  would,  I  were  ; 
They  mould  find  eafy  penance. 

Lov.  'Faiths  how  eafy  ? 

Sands.  As  eafy  as  a  down-bed  would  afford  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  pleafe  you  fit?  Sir  Harry, 
Place  you  that  fide,  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this  : 
His  grace  is  ent'ring. — Nay,  you  mull  not  freeze  ; 
Two  women  plac'd  together  make  cold  weather  : — 
My  lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  'em  waking : 
Pray  fit  between  thefe  ladies. 

Sands.  By  my  faith, 
And  thank  your  lordfhip. — By  your  leave,  fvveet  la- 
dies: [Sit  $4 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me  ; 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 

Anne.  Was  he  mad,  fir  ? 

Sands.  O,  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too  : 
But  he  would  bite  none  ;  juft  as  I  do  now, 
He  would  kifs  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

[  KiJJes  ber* 

Cham.  Well  faid,  my  lord.-  

So,  now  you  are  fairly  feated  : — Gentlemen, 
The  penance  lies  on  you,  if  thefe  fair  ladies, 
Pafs  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  little  cure, 
Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys.    Enter  Cardinal  IV olfey,  and  takes  his  fiat e. 
Wol.  You  are  welcome,  my  fairguells ;  that  noble 
lady, 

Or  gentleman,  that  is  not  freely  merry, 

Is  not  my  friend  :  This,  to  confirm  my  welcome 

And  to  you  all  good  health.  \))rtttks. 

Sands.  Your  grace  is  noble  : — 
Let  me  have  fuch  a  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks, 
And  fave  me  fo  much  talking;. 
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WoL  My  lord  Sands, 
I  am  beholden  to  you  : — cheer  your  neighbours 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry  ; — Gentlemen, 
Whofe  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands,  'Tis  red  wine  firftmuft  rife 
In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  lord ;  then  we  mall  have  'em 
Talk  us  to  filence. 

Anne.  You  are  a  merrv  gamefter. 
My  lord  Sands. 

Sands.  Yes,  if  I  make  my  play, 
Here's  to  your  ladymip  :  and  pledge  it,  madam, 
For  'tis  to  fuch  a  thing,— 

Anne.  You  cannot  mew  me. 

Sands.  I  told  your  grace,  they  vrould  talk  anon. 

r  Drum  and  trumpets,  chambers  difcharg^d. 

JVgI.  What's  that  ? 

Cham*  Look  cut  there,  feme  of  you. 

£  Exit  Servants. 

Wei.  What  warlike  voice  ? 
And  to  what  end  is  this  r — Nay,  ladies,  fear  not  -; 
By  all  the  laws  of  war  you  are  privileg'd. 

Re-enter  Servant. 
Cham.  How  now  ?  what  is't  ? 
Serv.  A  noble  troop  of  (hangers ; 
For  fo  they  feem  :  they  have  left  their  barge,  and 
landed  ; 

And  hither  make,  as  great  ambaiTadors 
From  foreign  princes. 

Wol.  Good  lord  chamberlain, 
Go,  give  'em  welcome,  you  can  fpeak  the  French 
tongue  ; 

And,  pray,  receive  'cm  nobly,  and  conduct  'em 
Into  our  prefence,  where  this  heaven  of  beauty 
Shall  ihine  as  full  upon  them  : — Some  attend  him. — 
[  All  drift,  and  tables  removed. 
You  have  now  a  broken  banquet :  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  good  digcflion  to  you  all :  and,  once  more, 
\  fhower  a  welcome  to  you  ; — Welcome  all. 
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Hautboys.  Enter  the  Kthg>  and  others  as  Majkers,  ha- 
bited like  Shepherds,  ujber'd  by  the  Lord  Ghamherhuns 
'They  pajs  direclly  before  the  Cardinal,  and  gracefully 
folate  him . 

A  noble  company  !  What  are  their  pleafure^  ? 

Cham.  Became  'chey  fpeak  no  Enp-lifh,  thus  they 
pray'd  :* 
To  tell  yqar  grace  ;— That,  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  lb  noble  and  lb  fair  aflembly 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  left, 
Out  of  the  great  refpeel  they  bear  to  beauty, 
But  leave  their  flocks  ;  and,  under  your  fair  cohducY, 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  revels  with  them. 

Wol.  Say,  lord  chamberlain, 
They  have  done  my  poor  houfe  grace;  for  which  I 
pay  them 

A  thoufand  thanks,  and  pray  them  take  their  pleafures. 

[Chufe  ladies  for  the  dance.     King,  and  Anne  Bullen* 

King.  The  faireft  hand  I  evertouch'd!  Q,  beauty, 
'"Till  now  I  never  knew  thee.  VMu/ic.  Dance. 

Wol.  My  lord,— 

Charn.  Your  grace  ? 

Wol.  Pray,  tell  'em  thus  much  from  me  : 
There  mould  be  one  amongft.  them,  by  his  perfon, 
More  worthy  this  place  than  mvfelf ;  to  whom, 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 
I  would  furrender  it. 

Cham.  I  will  my  lord. 

[  Cham,  goes  to  the  company,  and  returns, 

Wol.  What  fay  they  ? 

Cham.  Such  a  one  they  all  confefs, 
There  is  indeed;  which  they  would  have  your  grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

Wol.  Let  me  fee  them. — - 
By  all  your  good  leaves,  gentlemen; — Here  I'll  make 
My  royal  choice. 

King.  You  have  found  him,  cardinal  : 
You  hold  a  fair  aMembiy  ;  you  do  well,,  lord  ; 
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Yon  are  a  churchman,  or,  FU  tell  you,  cardinal, 
I  Ihould  judge  now  unhappily. 

Jf  V.  I  am  glad, 
Your  grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 

King,  My  lord  chamberlain, 
XVythee  come  hither  :  What  fair  lady's  that  ? 

Chain,  An't  pleafe  your  grace,  Sir  Thomas  Sul- 
len's  daughter, 
The  vifcounc  Rochford,  one  of  her  highnefs'  women. 

King,  By  heaven,  me  is  a  dainty  one. — Sweet  heart, 
]  were  unmannerly,  to  take  you  out,  [  To  Amie  Bulletin 
And  not  to  kifs  you. — A  health,  gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round. 

WoL  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  is  the  banquet  ready 
I'  the  privy  chamber  ? 

Lo^-j,  Yes  my  lord. 

IV d.  Your  grace, 
I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 

King,  I  fear,  too  much. 

Wd,  The're's  frefher  air,  my  lord, 
In  the  next  chamber. 

King.  Lead  in  your  ladies,  every  one. — Sweetpart- 
ner, 

I  muil  net  yet  forfake  you: — Let's  be  merry  ; — 
Good  my  lord  cardinal,  I  have  half  a  dozen  healths 
To  driak  to  thefe  fair  ladies.,  and  a  meafure 
Tc  lead  them  once  again;  and  taen  let's  dream 
Who's  belt  in  favour.— Let  the  mufic  knock  it. 

lExtunt  -with  trumpets* 


A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Street, 

Enter  tzvo  Gentlemen  at  feveral  doors, 
i  Gen,  TT  THITHER  away  fo  feft? 

V V      2  Gen,  O,— God  fave  you! 
E  .cn  to  the  hall,  to  hear  what  ihall  become 
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Of  the  great  duke  of  Buckingham. 

1  Gen.  I'll  fave  you 

That  labour,  fir.  All's  now  done,  but  the  ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  prifoner. 

2  Gen.  Were  you  there  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  indeed,  was  I. 

2  Gen.  Pray,  fpeak,  what  has  happen'd  ? 

1  Gen.  You  may  guefs  quickly  what. 

2  Gen.  Is  he  found  guilty  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  truly,  is  he,  and  condemned  upon  it. 

2  Gen.  1  am  forry  for't. 

1  Gen.  So  are  a  number  more. 

2  Gen.  But,  pray,  how  pafs'd  it? 

1  Gen.  I'll  tell  you  in  a  little.    The  great  duke 
Came  to  the  bar ;  where,  to  his  accufations, 

He  pleaded  ftill,  not  guilty,  and  alledg'd 
Many  fharp  reafons  to  defeat  the  law. 
The  king's  attorney,  on  the  contrary, 
Urg'd  on  the  examinations,  proofs,  confeffions 
Of  divers  witneiTes;  which  the  duke  dehVd 
To  have  brought,  <vi*vd  <voce,  to  his  face  : 
At  which  appear'd  againft  him,  his  furveyor  ; 
Sir  Gilbert  Peck  his  chancellor;  and  John  Court, 
Confeflbr  to  him  ;  with  that  devil-monk 
Hopkins,  that  made  this  mifchief. 

2  Gen.  That  was  he, 

That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies  ? 

1  Gen.  The  fame. 

All  thefe  accus'd  him  ftrongly  ;  whkU  he  fain 

Would  have  flung  from  him,  but,  indeed,  he  could  noS : 

And  fo  his  peers,  upon  this  evidence, 

Have  found  him  guilty  of  high-treafon.  Much 

He  fpoke,  and  learnedly,  for  life  ;  but  all 

Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2  Gen.  Afier  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himfelf? 

1  Gen.  When  he  was  brought  again  to  the  bar, — 
to  hear 

His  knell  rung  out,  his  judgment, — he  was  ilirr'd 
With  fuch  an  agony,  he  fweat  extremely, 
C  2 
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And  forrtething  fpok%  in  choler,  ill,  and  hafty  : 
B?t  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,  and,  fweetly, 
In  all^he  reft  fhcw'd  a  mo  ft  noble  patience. 

2  (Je?i.  I  do  not  think,  he  fears  death. 

i£en.  ^re,  he  does  not, 
He  never  Was  fo  womanifti  ;  the  caufe 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

2  Gjg*  Certainly,  # 
r.he  cardinal  is  the  end  cf  this. 

1  G<#./Tis  likely, 

By  all  conjectures :  Firft,  Kildare's  attainder, 
Then  deputy  of  Ireland  ;  who  remov'd, 
Earl  Surrey  was  fent  thither,  and  ir^hafte  too, 
Left  he  mould  help  his  father. 

2  Gen?  That  trick  of  ftate 
Was  a  deep  envious  one. 

1  Gen.  At  his  return, 

No  doubt,  he  will  requite  it.    This  is  noted, 
And  generally  ;  whoever  the  king  favours, 
The  cardinal  inftantly  will  find  employment, 
And  far  enough  from  court  too. 

2  Gen.  All  the  commons 

Hate  him  pernicioufty,  and  o'  my  confcicnce, 
Willi  him  ten  fathom  deep  :  this  duke  as  much 
They  love  and  doat  on ;  call  him,  bounteous  Buck- 
ingham, 
The  mirror  of  all  courtefy  ; — 

1  Gen.  Stay  there,  fir, 

And  fee  the  noble  ruin'd  man  you  fpeak  of. 

Enter  Buckingham  from  his  arraignment,  (Tipjlaves 
hefcre  him,  the  axe  with  the  edge  toward  him:  hal- 
berds on  each  fide)  accompanied  with  Sir  Thomas 
Level,  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,  Sir  Willi a?n  Sands  and 
common  people,  &c* 

2  Gen.  Let's  ftand  clcfe,  and  behold  him. 
Buck.  All  good  people, 

You  that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me, 

Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  go  home  and  lofe  me, 

I  have  this  day  received  a  traitor's  judgment, 
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And  by  that  name  mull  die ;  Yet,  heaven  bear  witnefs, 

And,  if  1  have  a  conscience,  let  it  fick  me, 

Even  as  the  axe  falls,  if  1  be  not  faithful  1 

The  law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 

'T  has  done  upon  the  premifes,  but  juitice  ; 

But  thofe,  that  fought  it,  I  could  wim  more  chriftians : 

Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  'em  : 

Yet  let  'em  look  they  glory  not  in  mifchief, 

Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men  ; 

For  then  my  guiltlefs  blood  muil  cry  againii  'em. 

For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope, 

Nor  will  1  fue,  although  the  king  have  mercies 

More  than  1  dare  make  faults.  You  few  that  lov'd  me, 

And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 

His  noble  friends,  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 

Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying, 

Go  with  me,  like  good  angels,  to  my  end  ; 

And,  as  the  long  divorce  of  fteel  falls  on  rne, 

Make  of  your  prayers  one  fvveet  facriike, 

And  lift  my  foul  to  heaven. — Lead  on.  o'  God's  name, 

Lov.  1  do  befeech  your  grace,  for  charity, 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart 
Were  hid  againft  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frankly. 

Buck.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  I  as  free  forgive  you, 
As  I  would  be  forgiven:  1  forgive  all ; 
There  cannot  be  thofe  numberlefs  offences 
'Gainilme,  that  1  can't  take  peace  with:  no  black  envy 
Shall  make  my  grave. — Commend  me  to  his  grace; 
And,  if  he  fpeak  of  Buckingham,  pray,  tell  him, 
You  met  him  half  in  heaven  :  my  vows  and  prayers 
Yet  are  the  king's ;  and,  'till  my  foul  forlake  me, 
Shall  cry  for  bleflings  on  him  :  May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years ! 
Ever  belov'd,  and  loving,  may  his  rule  be  ! 
And,  when  old  time  fnali  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Gbodnefs  and  he  fill  up  one  monument ! 

Lo~j.  To  the  water-fide  I  mull  conduct  ycur  grace  5 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux, 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 
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Vaa*.  Prepare  there, 
The  duke  is  coming  ;  fee,  the  barge  be  ready  \ 
And  fit  it  with  fuch  furniture,  as  iuits 
The  greatnefs  of  his  perfon. 

Buck.  Xay,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Let  it  alone  ;  mv  ibue  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  I  came  hither,  I  was  lord  high  conihible, 
And  duke  of  Buckingham ;  now,  poor  Edu  ardBohun: 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  bafe  accufers, 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant:  J  now  feal  it; 
And  with  that  blood ,  will  make  'em  one  day  groan  for't. 
My  noble  father,  Kenry  of  Buckingham, 
Who  firfl  rais'd  head  againil  ufurping  Richard, 
Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  fervant  Banirter, 
Being  diftrefs'd,  was  by  that  wretch  betray'd, 
And  without  trial  fell ;  God's  peace  be  with  him  1 
Kenry  the  feventh  ficceeding,  truly  pitying 
My  father's  lofs,  like  a  moil  royal  prisce, 
Reiior'd  me  to  my  honours,  and,  out  of  rains, 
ivlade  my  name  once  more  noble.    Now  his  icn, 
Henry  the  eighth,  life,  honour,  name,  and  all 
That  made  me  nappy,  at  one  ftroke  has  ta  :en 
For  ever  from  the  world.    J  had  my  trial, 
And,  mat  needs  fay,  a  noble  one;  which  makes  me 
A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father: 
Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortunes, — Both 
Fell  by  cur  iervams,  by  thofe  men  we  lov'd  mod  ; 
A  moll  unnatural  and  faithleis  fervice  ! 
Heaven  has  an  end  in  all :  Yet,  you  that  hear  me, 
This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain : 
Where  you  are  liberal  of  )our  loves  and  counfels, 
Be  fure,  }  ou  be  not  loc;e  ;  for  thoie  you  make  friends, 
And  give  your  heart  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  leaft  rub  in  ycur  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again 
Bu   n  here  they  mean  to  fink  ye.    All  good  people, 
Pj     for  me  !  i  mud  now  forfake  you;  the  laft  hour 
Oi  :ny  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me, 
Farewell; 
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And  when  ye  would  fay  fomething  that  is  fad, 
Speak  how  I  fell. — I  have  done ;  and  God  forgive  me ! 

[Exeunt  Buckingham,  and  'Ira in, 

1  Gen.  O,  this  is  full  of  pity  ! — bir,  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  many  curfes  on  their  heads , 

That  were  the  authors. 

2  Gen.  If  the  duke  be  guiltlefs, 

5Tis  full  of  woe  :  yet  I  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  enfuing  evil,  if  it  fall, 
Greater  than  this. 

1  Gen.  Good  angels  keep  it  from  us ! 

What  may  it  be  ?  You  do  not  doubt  my  faith,  fir  r 

2  Gen.  This  fecret  is  fo  weighty,  'twill  require 
A  ftrong  faith  to  conceal  it. 

1  Gen.  Let  me  have  it ; 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2  Gen.  I  am  confident ; 

You  mall,  fir  :  Did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing,  of  a  feparation 
Between  the  king  and  Katharine? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  but  it  held  not : 

For  when  the  king  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  fent  command  to  the  lord  mayor,  flraight 
To  flop  the  rumour,  and  allay  thofe  tongues 
That  durft  difperfe  it. 

2  Gen.  But  that  llander,  fir, 

Is  found  a  truth  now  :  for  it  grows  again 
Frefher  than  e'er  it  was ;  and  held  for  certain, 
The  king  will  venture  at  it.    Either  the  cardinal, 
Or  fome  about  him  near,  have,  out  of  malice 
To  the  good  queen,  pofiefs'd  him  with  a  fcruple 
That  will  undo  her :  To  confirm  this  too, 
Cardinal  Campeius  is  arriv'd,  and  lately  ; 
As  all  think,  for  this  bufinefs. 

I  Gen.  'Tis  the  cardinal ; 
And  merely  to  revenge  him  on  the  emperor, 
For  not  bellowing  on  him,  at  his  afking, 
The  archbifhoprick  of  Toledo,  this  is  purpos'd. 

g  Gen.  I  think,  you  have  hit  the  mark:  But  is' 
not  cruel, 
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That  he  mould  feel  the  fmart  of  this?  The  cardinal 
Will  have  his  will,  and  fhe  rauft  ML 

I  Gen.  'Tis  woeful. 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this ; 
Let's  think  in  private  more.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL 

An  Ant  ich  amber  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  reading  a  letter. 
My  Lord,  the  borfes  your  lordjbip  fent  for,  with 
all  the  care  1  had,  I  faw  well  chofen,   ridden,  and 
fu'-nijhed.     They  were  young,  and  handfome  ;  and  of 
the  b?ft  breed  in  the  north.     When  they  were  ready  to 
Jet  out  for  London,  a  mdM  cf  ?ny  lord  cardinaVs,  by 
commijfi&n,  and  main  power,  took  ^em  from  me ;  with 
this  reafon, — His  mafter  would  be  fer^S  d  before  a  fub- 
jecf9  if  not  before  the  king  ;  which  ftupp^ d  our  mouths,  fir. 
I  fear,  he  will,  indeed  :  Well,  let  him  have  them. 
He  will  have  ali,  I  think. 

Enter  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 
Nor.  Well  met,  my  lord  chamberlain. 
Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  graces. 
Suf.  How  is  the  king  employ'd  ? 
Cham.  I  left  him  private, 
Full  of  fad  thoughts  and  troubles. 
Nor.  What's  the  caufe  ? 

Cham.  It  feems,  the  marriage  with  his  brother's  wife 
Has  crept  too  near  his  conference. 

Suf  No,  his  confeience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Nor.  'Tis  fo  ; 
This  is  the  cardinal's  doing,  the  king-cardinal : 
That  blind  prieft,  like  the  eldeft  fan  of  fortune, 
Turns  what  he  lifts.    This  king  will  know  him  one 
day. 

Suf  Pray  God ,  he  do !  he'll  never  know  himfelf elfe. 
Nor.  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  bufinefs  ! 
And  with  what  zeal!  For,  now  he  has  crack'd  the 
league 
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Between  us  and  the  emperor,  the  queen's  great  nephew 
He  dives  into  the  king's  foul ;  and  there  fcatters 
Doubts,  dangers,  v  htnging  of  the  confeience, 
Fears,  and  defpairs,  and      thefe  for  his  marriage; 
And,  out  of  all  thefe  to  reltcre  the  King, 
He  counfels  a  divorce  :  alofs  of  her. 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  loir,  her  luilre  ; 
Of  her,  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence 
That  angels  love  good  men  with  ;  even  of  her, 
That,  when  the  greatefl  ftroke  of  fortune  falls, 
Will  blefs  the  king  :  And  is  not  this  courfe  pious  ? 
Cham,  Heaven  keep  me  from  fuch  counfei !  ?Ti 
mod  true, 

Thefe  news  are  every  where ;  every  tongue  fpeaks  'em 
And  every  true  heart  weeps  for't :  All,  that  dare 
Look  into  thefe  affairs,  fee  his  main  end, 
The  French  king's  filler.    Heaven  v/ill  be  one  day 
open 

The  king's  eyes,  that  fo  long  have  fiept  upon 
This  bold  man. 

Suf,  And  free  us  from  his  flavery. 

Nor.  We  had  need  pray, 
And  heartily,  for  our  deliverance; 
Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  pages:  all  men's  honours 
Lie  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  faihion'd 
Into  what  pitch  he  pleafe. 

Suf.  For  me,  my  lords, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him  ;  there's  my  creed  : 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  fo  I'll  ftand, 
If  the  king  pleafe  ;  his  carfes  and  his  bleifiings 
Touch  me  alike,  they  are  breath  I  not  believe  in* 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him ;  fo  1  leave  him 
To  him  that  made  him  proud,  the  pope. 

Nor,  Let's  in  ; 
And,  with  fome  other  bufmefs,  put  the  king 
From  thefe  fad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon 
him  i 
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My  lord,  you'll  bear  us  company  ? 

Cham.  Excufe  me ; 
The  king  hath  fent  me  other- w here  :  befides, 
You'll  find  a  moft  unfit  time  to  dulturb  him: 
Health  to  your  lordlhips. 

Nor.  Thanks,  my  good  lord  chamberlain. 

[Exit  Lord  Cha??iberlain. 
A  Door  opens y  and  difco<vers  the  Kingftting,  and  read- 
ing penfievely. 

Suf.  How  fad  he  looks !  fare  he  is  much  afflicted. 

King.  Who's  there?  ha! 

Nor.  Pray  God,  he  be  not  angry  ! 

King.  Who's  there,  I  fay  ?  how  dare  you  thruft 
yourfelves  > 
Into  my  private  meditations  ? 
Who  am  I  ?  ha  ! 

Nor.  A  gracious  king,  that  pardons  all  offences, 
Malice  near  meant  :  our  breach  of  duty,   this  way, 
Is  bufinefs  of  eftate  :  in  which,  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleafure. 

King.  You  are  too  bold  : 
Go  to  ;  I'll  make  you  know  your  times  of  bufinefs : 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  affairs  ?  ha  ! 

Enter  Wolfey,  and  Campeius  njoith  a  CommiJJion. 

Who's  there  ?  my  good  lord  cardinal  ?  O  my 

Wolfey, 

The  quiet  of  my  wounded  confcience, 

Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  a  king. — You're  welcome, 

[To  Campeius. 
Moft  learned  reverend  fir,  into  our  kingdom  ; 
Ufe  us,  and  it : — My  good  lord,  have  great  care 
I  be  not  found  a  talker.  [To  Wolfey. 

JVol.  Sir,  you  cannot. 
I  would,  your  grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conference. 

King.  We  are  bufy  ;  go.  [To  Norf.  and  Suf. 

Nor.  This  prieft  has  no  pride  in  him  ?  ) 

Suf.  Not  to  fpeak  of ;  >Jfide. 
I  would  not  be  fo  fick  though,  for  his  place:  ) 
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But  this  cannot  continue. 

Nor.  If  it  do, 
I'll  venture  one  heave  at  him. 

Suf  I  another.     [Exeunt  Norf.  and  Suf 
Wol.  Your  grace  has  given  a  precedent  of  wifdom 
Above  all  princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  fcruple  to  the  voice  of  Chriftendcm  : 
Who  can  be  angry  now  ?  what  envy  reach  you  I 
The  Spaniard,  ty'd  by  blood  and  favour  to  her, 
Mull  now  confefs,  if  he  have  any  goodnefs, 
The  trial  juft  and  noble.    All  trie  clerks, 
I  mean,  the  learned  ones,  in  chriftian  kingdoms, 
Have  their  free  voices  :  Rome,   the  nurfe  of  judg- 
ment, 

Invited  by  your  noble  felf,  hath  fent 
One  general  tongue  unto  us,  this  good  man, 
This  juft  and  learned  priefc,  cardinal  Campeius ; 
Whom,  once  more,  I  prefent  unto  your  highnefa. 
King.  And,  once  more,  in  mine  arms  I  bid  him 
welcome, 

And  thank  the  holy  conclave  for  their  loves ; 
They  have  fent  me  fuch  a  man  I  would  have  winYd 
for. 

Cam.  Your  grace  mull  needs  deferve  all  Grangers' 
loves, 

You  are  fo  noble :  To  your  highnefs'  hand 

I  tender  my  commiffion  ;  by  whofe  virtue, 

(The  court  of  Rome  commanding)— you,  my  lord 

Cardinal  of  York,  are  join'd  with  me  their  feryant, 

In  the  unpartial  judging  of  this  bufinefs. 

King.  Two  equal  men.    The  queen  (hall  be  ac- 
quainted 

Forthwith,  for  what  you  come --^Where's  Gardiner? 

WoL  I  know,  your  majefty  has  always  lov'd  her 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  that 
A  woman  of  lefs  place  might  afk  by  law, 
Scholars,  allow'd  freely  to  argue  for  her, 

King.  Ay,  and  the  beft,  file  fealJ  have ;   and  my 
favour 
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To  him  that  does  beft  ;  God  forbid  elfe.  Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee,  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  fecretary  ; 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow. 

C  ardinal  goes  out,  and  re-enters  nxith  Gardiner, 
IVd.  Give  me  your  hand  :  much  joy  and  favour  to 
you; 

You  are  the  king's  now. 

Guard.  But  to  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  grace,  whofe  ha^i  has  raifed  me. 

\Afute. 

King.  Come  hither,  Gardiner.  [Walks  and 'wbifpers . 
Cam.  My  lord  of  York,  was  not  one  doctor  Pace 
In  this  man's  place  before  him  ?  < 
IV ol.  Yes,  he  was. 

Cam.  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  man  ? 
Wcl.  Yes,  farely. 

Cam.  Believe  me  there's  an  ill  opinion  fpread  then 
Even  of  yourfelf,  lord  cardinal. 
Wo  I.  How!  of  me? 

Cam.  They  will  not  flick  to  fay,  you  envy'd  him  : 
And,  fearing  he  would  rife,  he  was  fo  virtuous, 
Kept  him  a  foreign  man  ftill :  which  fo  griev'd  hiin, 
That  he  ran  mad,  and  dy'd. 

Wcl.  Pleaven's  peace  be  with  him  ! 
That's  chrilUan  care  enough  :  for  living  murmurers, 
There's  places  of  rebuke.    He  was  a  fool  ; 
For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous  :  that  good  fellow, 
If  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment ; 
I  will  have  none  fo  near  elfe.     Learn  this,  brother, 
We  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  perfons. 

King.  Deliver  this  with  modefty  to  the  queen. 

[Exit  Gardiner. 
The  mod  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of, 
For  fech  receipt  of  learning,  is  Biack-friars ; 
There  ye  mail  meet  about  this  weighty  bufinefs  : — 
My  Wolfey,  fee  it  furnifh'd. — O  my  lord, 
Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  man,  to  leave 
So  fweet  a  bedfellow  ?  but,  confeience,  confcicnce, — 
O.  \h  a  tender  place,  and  1  mail  leave  her. 
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SCENE  III. 

An  Anticha??iler  of  the  Queen*  s  Apartments. 
'  Enter  .4n;ie  Bullen,  arid  an  old  Lady. 

Anne.  Not  for  that  neither  ; — Here's  the  pang  th 
pinches  : 

His  highness  having  liv'd  fo  long  with  her  ;  and  G 
So  good  a  lady,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Prondunce  dimonour  of  her, — by  ray  life. 
She  never  knew  harm  doing  ! — rOnovv',  after 
So  many  courfes  of  the  fun  enthron'd, 
Still  growing  in  a  majefty  and  pomp, — the  Yv  Lkh 
To  leave  is  a  thoufand  fold  more  bitter,  than 
*Tis  fsveet  at  firft  to  acquire, — after  this  procefs, 
To  give  her  the  avaunt!  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  monfter. 

Old  L,  Hearts  of  moft  hard  temper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Anne.  O,  God's  will !  much  better, 
She  ne'er  had  known  pomp  :  though  it  be  tempore 
Yet,  if  that  quarrel,  fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  afulferance,  panging 
As  foul  and  body's  fevering. 

Old  L.  Alas,  poor  lady  i 
She's  ftranger  now  again. 

Anne.  So  much  the  more 
Muft  pity  drop  upon  her.  Verily, 
1  fvvear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  born, 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content. 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glift'ring  grief, 
And  wear  a  golden  forrcw. 

Old  L.  Our  content* 
Is  our  beft  having. 

Anne.  By  my  troth,  and  maidenhead, 
I  would  not  be  a  queen. 

Old  L.  Befhrew  me,  I  would, 
And  venture  maidenhead  for't ;  and  fo  would  you 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  hypocrify : 
You  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you, 
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Have  too  a  woman's  heart;  which  ever  yet 
.Affected  eminence,  wealth,  fovereignty  ; 
Which,  to  fay  footh,  are  bleffmgs  ;  and  %\hich  gifts 
(Saving  vour  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  your  foft  cheveril  ccnfcience  w  ould  receive, 
If  you  might  pleafe  to  flretch  it 
Anne.  Nay,  good  troth. — 

Old  L.  Yes,  troth  and  troth, — You  would  not  be 
a  queen  ? 

Anne.  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  heaven. 
CJdL.  'Tis  itrange ;  a  three-pence  bow'd  would 
hire  me, 

Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it :  but,  I  pra^y  you, 
What  think  you  of  a  duchefs  ?  have  you  limbs 
To  bear  that  load  of  title  ? 
A*x*.  No,  in  truth. 

Old  L.  Then  you  are  weakly  made :  pluck  oiF  a 
little; 

1  would  not  be  a  young  count  in  your  way, 
For  more  than  blufning  comes  to  :  if  your  back 
Cannot  vouchfafe  this  burden,  'tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

Anne.  How  you  do  talk  ! 
1  fv/ear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  queen  # 
For  all  the  world. 

Old  L.  In  faith,  for  little  England 
You'd  venture  an  embailing  :  I  myfelf 
Would  for  Carnarvonfhire,  although  there  'long'd 
No  more  to  the  crown  but  that.  Lo,  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  the  Lord  Cba?nberlajn. 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  ladies.  What  wer't  wortj*, 
to  know 
The  fecret  of  your  conference  ? 

Anne.  My  good  lord, 
Not  your  demand  ;  it  values  not  your  afking  : 
Our  miilrefs'  forrows  we  are  pitying. 

Cham.  It  was  a  gentle  bufineis,  and  becoming 
Tut  nation  of  good  women  :  there  i<6  hope, 
All  wili  be  well. 
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Anne.  Now  I  pray  God,  Amen  !  4 
Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heavenly  blef- 
fings 

Follow  fuch  creatures.    That  you  may,  fair  lady, 
Perceive  I  fpeak  (incerely,  and  high  notes 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues,  the  king's  majefty 
Commends  his  good  opinion  to  you,  and 
Does  purpofe  honour  to  you  no  left  flowing 
Than  marchionefs  of  Pembroke;  to  which  title 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  annual  fuppcrt, 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 

Anne,  I  do  not  know, 
What  kind  of  my  obedience  I  mould  tender  ; 
More  than  my  all  is  nothing  :  nor  my  prayers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallow 'd,  nor  my  wifhes 
More    orth  than  empty  vanities  ;  yet  prayer;-,  and 
withes, 

Are  all  I  can  return.    'Befeech  your  lordlliip, 
Vouchfafe  to  fpeak  my  thanks,  and  my  obedience, 
As  from  a  blufhing  handmaid,  to  his  highnefs ; 
Whofe  health,  and  royalty ,  I  pray  for. 

Cham,  Lady, 
I  mail  not  fail  to  approve  the  fair  conceit 
The  king  hath  of  you. —  I  have  perufed  her  wcrl  ; 
Beauty  and  honotfr  in  her  are  fo  mingled,       [  Afiiet 
That  they  have  caught  the  king,  and  who  knows  )  et, 
But  from  this  lady  may  proceed  a  gem, 
To  lighten  all  this  iile  ?— I'll  to  the  king, 
And  fay,  I  fpoke  with  you. 

Anne.  My  honour'dlord.    [Exit  Lord  Cbamberh 

Old  L.  Why,  this  it  is :  fee,  fee  ! 
I  have  been  begging  h::teen  years  in  court, 
(Am  yet  a  courtier  beggarly)  nor  could^ 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early  and  too  late, 
For  any  fuit  of  pounds:  and  you,  (O,  fate  !) 
A  very  frefh  nm  here,  (fye,  fye  upon 
This  compeiPd  fortune  !)  have  your  mouth  filed  apv 
Before  you  open  it. 

Jnre,  This  is  ftrange  to  me. 
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Old  L.  How  tafles  it?  is  it  bitter?  forty  pence,  no. 
There  was  a  lady  once,  ('tis  an  old  ftory) 
That  would  not  be  a  queen,  that  would  (lie  not, 
For  all  the  mud  in  iEgypt ; — Have  you  heard  it? 

Anne.  Come,  you  are  pleafant. 

Old  L.  With  your  theme  I  could 
O'er-mount  the  lark.  The  marchienefs  of  Pembroke ! 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year  for  pure  refpecl ; 
No  other  obligation  :  by  my  life, 
That  promhes  more  thoufmds:  honour's  train 
Is  longer  than  his  fore-fkirt.    By  this  time, 
I  know,  your  back  will  bear  a  duchefs ; — fay, 
Are  you  net  ilronger  than  you  were  £ 

Anne.  Good  lady, 
Make  yourfelf  mirth  with  your  particular  fancy, 
And  leave  me  out  on't.    'Would  I  had  no  being, 
Jf  this  fa  kite  my  blood  a  jot ;  it  faints  me, 
To  thi^k  what  follows. 
The  queen  is  comfortlefs,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  abfence  :  pray,  do  not  deliver 
What  here  you  have  heard,  to  her. 

Old  L.  What  do  you  think  me  ?  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Hall  in  Black-Friars. 
Trumpets,  Sennet,  and  Cornets.  Enter  two  forgers , 
ivith  jhort  Silver  Wands;  next  them,  two  Scribes, 
in  the  habits  of  Dodors  ;  after  them,  the  Archbijhop 
of  Canterbury  alone  ;  after  him,  the  Bijhops  of  Lin- 
coln, Ely,  Rochejier,  and  Sai?it  Afaph ;  next  them, 
with  feme  fmall  dijlance,  fellows  a  Gentleman  bearing 
i  he  Purfe,  with  the  Great  Seal,  and  a  Cardinal's 
tint  ;  then  two  Priefts,  bearing  each  a  Silver  Crofs  ; 
ihena  Gentleman-njher  bare-headed,  accompanied  with 
a  Serjeant  at  arms,  bearing  a  Silver  Mace ;  then 
t,zvo  Gentlemen,  bearing  two  great  Silver  Pillars  / 
rfter  them,  fide  by  fide,  the  two  Cardinals ;  two 
'Noblemen  with  the  Sword  and  Mace.  lloe  King 
takes  place  wider  the  Cloth  of  State  ;  tfa  two  Cardi- 
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vols  Jit  under  him,  as  Judges.  The  Queen  takes  place 
fome  diftance  from  the  King.  The  Bijbops  place  tbcm- 
fives  on  each  fide  the  Court,  in  manner  of  a  Confif- 
tory  ;  beloiv  them,  the  Scribes.  The  Lords  fit  next 
the  Bijhops*  'The  reft  cf  Attendants  ft  and  in  conve- 
nient order  about  the  Stage. 

Wol.  W hilii  our  commiffion  from  Rome  is  read, 
Let  filence  be  commanded. 

King.  What's  the  need  ? 
It  hath  already  publicly  been  read, 
And  on  all  iides  the  authority  allow'd ; 
You  may  then  fpare  that  time. 

WoL  Be't  fo:— Proceed. 

Scribe.  Say,  Henry  king  of  England,  come  into 

the  court. 
Crier.  Henry  king  of  England,  Sec. 
King.  Fie  re. 

Scribe.  Say,  Katharine  queen  of  England,  come 

into  the  court. 
Crier.  Katharine  queen  of  England,  &c. 

[  7 he  Queen  makes  no  a?ifwer,  rifts  out  of  her  chair, 
goes  about  the  Court,  comes  to  the  King,  and  kneels 
at  his  feet  ;  then  Jpeaks.] 

Queen.  Sir,  I  deiire  you,  do  me  right  and  juftice; 
And  to  bellow  your  pity  on  me :  for 
I  am  a  moll:  poor  woman,  and  a  ftranger, 
Born  out  of  your  dominions ;  having  here 
No  judge  indifferent,  nor  no  more  alTurance 
Of  equal  friendfhip  and  proceeding.    Alas,  fir, 
In  what  have  I  offended  you  ?  what  caufe 
Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  difpleafure, 
That  thus  you  mould  proceed  to  put  me  off, 
And  take  your  good  grace  from  me?  Heaven  witnefs, 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife, 
At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable : 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  diflike, 
Yea,  fubject  to  your  countenance ;  glad,  or  forry, 
As  I  faw  it  inclin'd.    When  was  the  hour, 
I  ever  contradicted  your  defire, 
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Or  made  it  not  mine  too?  Or  which  of  your  friends 

Have  I  not  ftrove  to  love,  although  I  knew 

He  were  mine  enemv  ?  what  friend  of  mine, 

That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  anger,  did  I 

Continue  in  my  liking  ?  nay,  gave  not  notice 

He  was  from  thence  difcharg'd?  Sir,  call  to  mind, 

That  I  have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedience, 

Upward  of  twenty  years.,  and  have  been  blefl 

With  many  children  by  you  :  If,  in  the  courfe 

And  procefs  of  this  time,  you  can  report, 

And  prove  it  too,  againlt  mine  honour  aught, 

My  bond  to  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty 

Againft  your  facred  perfon,  in  God's  name, 

Turn  me  away  ;  and  let  the  foul'it  contempt 

Shut  door  upon  me,  and  fo  give  me  up 

To  the  Jharpeft  kind  of  juitice.    Pleafe  you.  fir, 

The  king,  your  father,  was  reputed  for 

A  prince  molt  prudent,  of  an  excellent 

And  unniatch'd  wit  and  judgment:  Ferdinand, 

My  Fatner,  king  of  Spain,  was  reckon'd  one 

The  wife  ft  prince,  that  there  had  reign'd  by  many 

A  year  before  :  It  is  not  to  be  qceftion'd 

That  they  had  gather'd  a  wife  council  to  them 

Of  every  realm  that  did  debate  this  bulinefs, 

Who  deem'd  our  marriage  lawful;  Wherefore  I  humbly 

Befeech  you,  fir,  to  fpare  me,  'till  I  may 

Be  by  my  friends  in  Spain  advis'd  ;  whole  counfel 

I  will  implore  :  If  not ;  i'  the  name  of  God, 

Ycur  pleafure  be  fulfilled  ! 

Wol.  Vou  have  here,  lady, 
(And  of  your  choice)  thefe  reverend  fathers  ;  men 
Of  lingular  integrity  and  learning, 
Yea,  the  elect  of  the  land,  who  are  aflembled 
To  plead  your  canfe  :  It  fh^ll  be  therefore  bootlefs, 
That  longer  you  defer  the  court ;  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  rectify 
What  is  unfettled  in  the  king. 

Cam.  His  grace 
Hath  fpoken  well  and  juftly:  Therefore,  madam, 
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It's  fit  this  royal  feffion  do  proceed  ; 

And  that,  *  ithout  delay,  their  arguments 

Be  now  produc'd,  and  heard. 

Quee?i.  Lord  cardinal,  

To  you  I  fp eak. 

JVcl.  Your  pleafure,  madam  ? 

Queex.  Sir, 
I  am  about  to  weep ;  but,  thinking  that 
We  are  a  queen,  (or  long  have  dream'd  fo)  certain. 
The  daughter  of  a  king,  my  drops  of  tears 
I'll  turn  to  fparks  of  fire. 

WcL  Be  patient  yet. 

^ueen.  I  will,  when  you  are  humble;  nay,  before, 
Or  God  will  punifh  me.    I  do  believe, 
Induc'dby  potent  circumftances,  that 
Y ou  are  mine  enemy ;  and  make  my  challenge, 
Y ou  mall  not  be  my  judge  :  for  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and  me.— 
Which  God's  dew  quench! — Therefore,  I  fay  again, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  foul 
Refufe  you  for  my  judge;,  whom,  yet  once  more, 
I  hold  my  mod  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

WcL  I  do  profefs, 
You  fpeak  not  like  yourfelf ;  who  ever  yet 
Have  flood  to  charity,  and  difplay'd  the  eriecls 
Of  difpofition  gentle,  and  of  wifdom 
O'er- topping  woman's  power.    Madam,  you  do  me 
wrong : 

I  have  no  fpleen  againft  vou  ;  nor  injuftice 
For  you,  or  any ;  how  far  I  have  proceeded, 
Or  how  far  further  mall,  is  warranted 
By  a  commiffion  from  the  confiftcry, 
Y ea,  the  whole  cofififtbry  of  Ro me.    You  charge  me 
That  I  have  blown  this  coal ;  I  do  deny  it : 
The  king  is  prefent ;  If  it  be  known  to  him, 
That  I  gainfay  my  deed,  how  may  he  wound, 
And  worthily,  my  faitfiood?  Yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  truth.    If  he  know. 


That  I  am  free  of  y  our  report,  he  knows, 
I  am  not  of  your  wrong.    Therefore  in  him 

Ic  lies,  to  cure  me  ;  and  the  care  is.  to 

Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  yoa:  Tne  which  before 

His  highnefs  thai:  Ipeak  in,  I  do  befeeca 

Yoj,  grac  ous  ma  Jam,  to  unthink  your  fpeaking. 

And  to  fay  fo  no  mere. 

Qtei*.  My  lord,  my  lord, 
i  am  a  £mp!e  woman,  much  too  weak 
To  oppoie  your  canning.    You  are  meek,  and  ham- 

bie-mouth'd  ; 
Y on  fig  a  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  feemrng. 
With  meeknefs  and  h  ami  lit  y  :  bat  your  heart 
*i  cramm'd  with  arrogancy,  fpieen,  and  pride. 
You  have,  by  fortune,  and  ids  highnefs 5  favours, 
Gone  nightly  o'er  low  ileps  ;  and  now  are  mounted^ 
Where  powers  are  your  retainers  :  and  your  v»orda, 
Domedics  to  yoa,  ferve  your  will,  as't  pleafe 
Yoorfelf  pronounce  their  orr.ee.    I  mail  teii  you, 
You  tender  more  your  penbn's  honour,  than 
Your  high  profemon  fpiritual  :  That  again 
I  do  refufe  you  for  my  juJge  ;  ana  here, 
Before  yoa  all,  appeal  unto  the  Pope, 
To  bring  my  whole  canfc  'fore  his  helmet's, 
And  to  be  judged  by  him. 

[Si:  czrtjiis  to  the  Knr,  cr.i  cjzr:  t:  depart. 

Cam.  The  queen  is  obiHaate, 
Stubborn  to  j  aaice,  apt  to  accuie  it,  sr.l 
DilHainful  to  be  try'd  by     ;  'tis  not  well. 
She's  going  away. 

King.  Call  her  again. 

Cri*r.  Katharine,  queen  of  England,  come  into 

the  court. 
U:her.  Madam,  yoa  are  cail'd  b-:  :. 
t$ueen.  What  need  yoa  note  it?  pray  you,  keep 

your  way  ; 

When  you  are  cali'd,  return. — Now  the  Lord  help, 
They  vex  rne  pail  my  patien  t:  pray  you  pais  on; 
I  will  not  tarry  ;  no,  nor  ever  more, 
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Upon  this  bufinefs,  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  court?. 

[Exeunt  Qusen  and  her  Attendants. 

King.  Go  thy  ways,  Kate  : 
That  man  i'  the  world,  who  fhall  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trufted, 
For  fpcaking  falfe  in  that :  Thou  art,  alone, 
(If  thy  rare  quality,  fweet  gentlenefs, 
Thy  meekneis  faint-like,  wife-like  government. — 
Obeying  in  commanding, — and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  pious  elfe,  could  fpeak  thee  out) 
The  queen  of  earthly  queens : — She  is  noble  born  ; 
And  like  her  true  nobility  me  has 
Carried  herfeif  towards  me. 

Wol.  Moll  gracious  fir, 
In  humbleft  manner  I  require  your  highne  fs, 
That  it  mall  pleafe  ycu  to  dec -are,  in  hearing 
Of  all  thefe  ears,  (for  where  lam  robb'd  and  bound. 
There  mult  I  be  unloos'd  ;  although  not  there 
At  once  and  fully  fatisfy'd)  whether  ever  I 
Did  breach  this  bufmefs  to  your  highnefs ;  or 
Lav'd  any  fcruple  in  your  way,  which  might 
Induce  ycu  to  the  queftion  on't  ?  or  ever 
Have  to  you, — but  with  thanks  to  God  for  fuch 
A  royal  lady, — fpake  one  the  leaft  word,  that  might 
Be  to  the  prejudice  of  her  prefent  Mate, 
Or  touch  of  her  good  perfon  ? 

King.  My  lord  cardinal, 
I  do  excufe  you  ;  yea,  upon  mine  honour, 
I  free  you  from't.    You  are  not  to  be  taught 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  fo,  but  like  to  village  curs, 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do  :  by  feme  of  thefe 
The  queen  is  put  in  anger.    You  are  excus'd  : 
But  will  you  be  more  juftify'd  r  you  ever 
Have  winYd  the  deeping  of  this  bufinefs ;  never 
Defir'd  it  to  be  ltirr'd  :  but  oft  have  hinder'd,  oft, 
The  pafTages  made  toward  it  : — on  my  honour, 
I  fpeak  my  good  lord  cardinal  to  this  point, 
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And  thus  far  clear  him.  Now,  whatmov'd  me  to't, — 
I  will  be  bold  with  time,  and  your  attention  : — 
Then  mark  the  inducement.     Thus  it  came  ; — give 

heed  to't : — 
My  confcience  firfl  receiv'd  a  tendernefs, 
Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  fpeeches  utter'd 
By  the  bifhop  of  Bayonne,  then  French  amhafTador ; 
Who  had  been  hither  fent  on  the  debating 
A  marriage,  'twixt  the  duke  of  Orleans  and 
Our  daughter  Mary  :  I'  the  progrefs  of  this  bufinefs, 
Ere  a  determinate  refolution,  he 
(I  mean  the  bifhop)  did  require  a  refpite ; 
Wherein  he  might  the  king  his  lord  advertife 
Whether  our  daughter  were  legitimate, 
Refpedling  this  our  marriage  with  the  dowager, 
Sometime  our  brother's  wife.    This  refpite  Ihook 
The  bofom  of  my  confcience,  enter'd  me, 
Yea,  with  a  fplitting  pervver,  and  made  to  tremble 
The  region  of  my  breafl  ;  which  forc'd  fuch  way 
That  many  maz'd  confiderings  did  throng, 
And  prefs'd  in  with  this  caution.   Firft,  methought, 
I  flood  not  in  the  frnile  of  heaven  ;  who  had 
Commanded  nature,  that  my  lady's  womb, 
If  it  conceiv'd  a  male  child  by  me,  fnould 
Do  no  more  offices  of  life  to't,  than 
The  grave  does  to  the  dead  :  for  her  male-ifTae 
Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  fhortly  after 
This  world  had  air'd  them  :  Hence  1  took  a  thought 
This  was  a  judgment  on  me  :  that  my  kingdom, 
Well  worthy  the  belt  heir  o'  the  world,  mould  not 
Be  gladded  in't  by  me  :  Then  follows,  that 
I  weigh'd  the  danger  which  my  realms  flood  in 
By  this  my  iffue's  fail ;  and  that  gave  to  me 
Many  a  groaning  throe.    Thus  hulling  in 
The  wild  fea  of  my  confcience,  I  did  fleer 
Towards  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 
Now  prefent  here  together ;  that's  to  fay, 
I  meant  to  rectify  my  confcience, — which 
i  then  did  feel  fall  fick,  and  yet  not  well, — 
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By  all  the  reverend  fathers  of  the  land, 
And  doctors  learn'd. — Firft,  I  began  in  private 
With  you  my  lord  of  Lincoln  ;  you  remember 
How  under  my  opprefiion  I  did  reek, 
When  I  firft  mov'd  you. 
Lin.  Very  well,  my  liege. 

King.  I  have  fpoke  long  ;  be  pleas 'd  yourfelf  to 
fay, 

How  far  you  fatisfy'd  me. 

Lin.  So  pleafe  your  highnefs, 
The  queftion  did  at  flrft  fo  ftagger  me, — 
Bearing  a  ftate  of  mighty  moment  in't, 
And  confequence  of  dread, — that  I  committed 
The  daring'ft.  counfel  which  I  had,  to  doubt ; 
And  did  entreat  your  highnefs  to  this  courfe, 
Which  you  are  running  here. 

King.  I  then  mov'd  you, 
My  lord  of  Canterbury  ;  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  fummons  : — Unfolicited 
I  left  no  reverend  perfon  in  this  court ; 
But  by  particular  confent  proceeded, 
Under  your  hands,  and  feals.     Therefore,  go  on  ; 
For  no  diflike  i'  the  world  againli  the  perfon 
Of  our  good  queen,  but  the  fharp  thorny  points 
Of  my  alleged  reafons,  drive  this  forward  : 
Prove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life, 
And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  flate  to  come,  with  her, 
Katharine  our  queen,  before  the  primeft  creature 
That's  paragon'd  o'the  world. 

Cam.  So  pleafe  your  highnefs, 
The  queen  being  abfent,  'tis  a  needful  fitnefs 
That  we  adjourn  this  court  to  further  day  ; 
Mean  while  muft  be  an  earneft  motion 
Made  to  the  queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  unto  his  holinefs.      [They  rife  to  depart. 

King.  I  may  perceive, 
Thefe  cardinals  trifle  ^^  ith  me  :  I  abhor 
This  dilatory  floth,  and  tricks  of  Rome. 

Vol.  VL  E 
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My  learn'd  and  well-beloved  fervant,  Cranmer, 
Pr'ythee  return !  with  thy  approach,  I  know, 
My  comfort  comes  along.    Break  up  the  court : 
I  fay,  fet  on.  [Exeunt,  in  manner  as  they  entered. 

ACT     III.        SCENE  I. 

The  Que 'en's  Apartments. 
The  'Queen  and  her  Women,  as  at  Work. 

Queen.  f  1  ^  A  K  E  thy  lute,  wench  :  my  foul  grows 

X  with  troubles  ; 

Sing,  and  difperfe  them,  if  thoucanft  ;  leave  working. 

SONG. 

Orpheus  with  his  lute  made  trees, 
And  the  mountain-tops,  that  freeze, 

Bow  themfelves,  when  he  did fing  : 
To  his  mujic,  plants,  and flowers, 
Ever  jprung  ;  as  fun,  and  /bowers, 

There  had  ?nade  a  lafting  fpring. 

Every  thing  that  heard  him  play, 
Even  the  billows  of  the  fea, 

Hung  their  heads,  and  then  lay  by. 
Jn  fweet  mufic  isfuch  art  / 
,  Killing  care,  and  grief  of  heart, 

Fall  afeep,  or,  hearing,  die. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 
Queen.  Mow  now  ? 

Gen.  An't  pleafe  your  grace,  the  two  great  car- 
dinals 
Wait  in  the  prefence. 

Queen.  Would  they  fpeak  with  me  ? 
'Gen.  They  will'd  me  fay  lb,  madam. 
?ucen.  Pray  their  graces 


Act  111. 


KING    HENRY  VIII. 


To  come  near.  [Exit  Gent.]  What  can  be  their  bu- 
fmefs, 

With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fallen  from  favour? 
I  do  not  like  their  coming,  now  I  think  on't. 
They  mould  be  good  men  ;  their  affairs  are  righteous: 
Lut,  all  hoods  make  not  monks. 

Enter  Wclfey  and  C, impetus. 
WoL  Peace  to  your  highnefs ! 
Queen.  Your  graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  houfe- 
wife ; 

1  would  be  all,  againfc  the  worftmay  happen. 
What  are  your  pleafures  with  me,  re  verbid  lords  ? 

WoL  May  it  pleafe  you,  noble  madam,  to  withdraw 
Into  your  private  chamber,  we  mail  give  yea 
The  full  caufe  of  our  coming. 

Queen.  Speak  it  here  ; 
There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet,  o'  my  confeience, 
Deferves  a  corner:  'Would,  ail  other  women 
Could  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a  foul  as  I  do ! 
My  lords,  I  care  not,  (fo  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number)  if  my  actions 
Were  try'd  by  every  tongue,  every  eye  faw  'em, 
Envy  and  bafe  opinion  fet  againft  'em, 
I  know  my  life  fo  even  :  If  your  bufinefs 
Seek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  wife  in, 
Out  with  it  boldly  ;  Truth  loves  open  dealing. 

Wol.  7 ant  a  eft  erga   te  mentis   integritas,  regina 
ferenijjima, — 

Queen.  O,  good,  my  lord,  no  Latin  ; 
I  am  not  fuch  a  truant  fince  my  coming, 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv'd  in  ; 
A  ftrange  tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  flrange,  fuf- 
picious : 

Pray,  fpeak  in  Englifh  :   here  are  fome  will  thank 
you, 

If  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  miftrefs'  fa'<e  ; 
Believe  rne,  fhe  has  had  much  wrong  :  Lord  cardinal 
The  willing'ft  fin  I  ever  yet  committed, 
May  be  ahfolv'd  in  Englim. 
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Wcl  Noble  lady, 
I  am  forry,  my  integrity  mould  breed 
(And  fervice  to  his  Majefty  and  you) 
So  deep  fufpicion,  where  all  faith  was  meant. 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accufation, 
To  taint  that  honour  every  good  tongue  bleffes  ; 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  forrow  ; 
You  have  too  much,  good  lady :  but  to  know 
How  ycu  Hand  minded  in  the  weighty  difference 
Between  the  king  and  you  ;  and  to  deliver, 
Like  free  and  honeft  men,  our  jufi  opinions. 
And  comforts  to  your  caufe. 

Ca?n.  Moll  honourd  madam, 
My  lcrd  of  York, — cut  of  his  noble  nature, 
Zeal  and  obedience  he  ftili  bore  your  grc.ee  ; 
Forgetting,  like  a  good  man,  your  late  cenfure 
Both  cf  his  truth  and  him,  (which  was  too  far) — 
Oilers,  as  I  do,  ia  a  fign  of  peace, 
His  fervice,  and  his  counfel.  

Oueeu.  To  betray  me.  [Jf:Je. 
My  lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wills, 
Ye  fpeak  like  honeit.  men,  (pray  God,  ye  prove  fo  !) 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddenly  an  anfwer, 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  honour, 
(More  near  my  life,  I  fear)  with  rny  weak  wit, 
And  to  fuch  men  of  gravity  and  learning, 
In  truth,  I  know  not.    I  was  fet  at  work 
Among  my  maids ;  full  little,  God  knows,  looking 
Either  for  fuch  men,  or  fuch  bufmefs. 
For  her  fake  that  I  have  been,  (for  I  feel 
The  lafh  fit  of  my  greatnefs)  good  your  graces, 
Let  me  have  time,  and  counfel  for  my  caufe  ; 
Alas  !  I  am  a  woman,  friendlefs,  hcpelefs. 

WoL  Madam,  you  wrong  the  king's  love  v>  ith 
thefe  fears  ; 
Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

Queen.  In  England, 
Fut  little  for  my  profit:  Can  you  think,  lords, 
That  ,:n  Englifhmcn  dare  give  me  counfel  : 
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Or  be  a  known  friend,  'gainft  his  highne  fs'  peafure 

(Though  he  be  grown  fo  defperate  to  be  honeil) 

And  live  a  fubjecl?  Nay,  forfooth,  my  friends, 

They  that  mull  weigh  out  my  afflictions, 

They  that  my  trull  mull  grow  to,  live  not  here  ; 

They  are,  as  all  my  other  comforts,  far  hence, 

In  mine  own  country,  lords. 

Ca?n.  I  would,  your  grace 
Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  counfel. 

Queen.  How,  fir? 

Cam.  Put  your  main  caufe  into  the  king's  protection; 
He's  loving,  and  moft  gracious  :  'twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  honour  better,  and  your  caufe  ; 
For,  if  the  trial  of  the  law  o'ertake  you, 
You'll  part  away  difgrae'd. 

Wol.  He  tells  you  rightly. 

Oiieen.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  with  for  both,  my  ruin  : 
Is  this  your  chrifHan  counfel  ?  out  upon  ye  i 
Heaven  is  above  all  yet ;  there  fits  a  judge, 
That  no  king  can  corrupt. 

Cam.  Your  rage  miliakes  us. 

Qjteen.   The  more  fhame  for  ye  ;   holy  men  I 
thought  ye, 

Upon  my  foul,  two  reverend  cardinal  virtues ; 

But  cardinal  ilns,  and  hollow  hearts,  I  fear  ye  : 

Mend  'em  for  Ihame,  my  lords.  Is  this  your  comfort  ? 

The  cordial  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  lady  ? 

A  woman  loft  among  ye,  laugh'd  at,  fcorn'd  ? 

I  will  not  wiih  you  Half  my  miferies, 

I  have  more  charity  :  But  fay,  I  warned  ye ; 

Take  heed,  for  heaven's  fake,  take  heed,  left  at  once 

The  burdens  of  my  fan  ow  fail  upon  ye. 

Wol.  rVLdarn,  this  is  a  mere  detraction  ; 
You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy. 

Ojieen.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing  :  Woe  upon  ye. 
And  all  fuch  falfe  profeffors  !  Would  ye  have  me 
(If  you  have  any  jufcice,  any  pity  ; 
If  you  be  any  thing  but  churchmen's  habits) 
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Put  my  Tick  cauie  into  his  hands  that  hates  me  ; 
Alas  !  he  has  baniih'd  me  his  bed  already  ; 
His  love,  too  long  ago  ;  I  am  old,  my  lords, 
And  all  the  fellowship  1  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  my  obedience.    What  can  happen 
To  me,  above  this  wrctchednefs  r  all  your  fiudies 
Make  me  a  curfe  liKe  this. 
Cam.  Your  fears  are  worfe. 

Queen.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long, — let  me  fpeak 
myfelf, 

vSlnce  virtue  finds  no  friends, — a  wife,  a  true  one  ? 
A  woman,  (I  dare  fay,  without  vain-glory) 
Never  yet  branded  with  fufpicion  ? 
Have  I  with  all  my  full  affections  s 
Still  met  the  king  r  lov'd  him  next  heaven  ?  obey'd 
him  ? 

Beep,  out  of  fondnefs,  fupsrftitious  to  him? 
Alrroft  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  ? 
And  am  I  tnus  rewarded  r  'tis  not  well,  lords, 
Bring  me  a  eorvftant  woman  to  her  hufband, 
One  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  joy  beyond  his  pleafure  ; 
And  to  that  woman,  when  me  has  done  moil, 
Yet  will  I  add  an  honour, — a  great  patience. 

IVcl.  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good  we  aim  at. 

Ojueen.  My  lord,  I  dare  not  make  myfelf  fo  guilty, 
To  give  up  willingly  that  noble  title 
Your  mailer  wed  me  to  :  nothing  but  death 
Shall  e'er  divorce  my  dignities. 

V/ol.  Prav,  hear  me. 

Queen.  'Would  I  had  never  trod  this  Englilh  earth, 
Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it ! 
Ye  have  angels  faces,  but  heaven  knows  your  hearts. 
What  will  become  of  me  now,  wretched  lady? 
I  am  the  mod  unhappy  woman  living. — 
Alas !  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  your  fortunes  ? 

[  To  her  ^women. 
Shipwreck 'd  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity, 
No  friends,  no  hope  ;  no  kindred  weep  for  me, 
Alrnoft,  no  grave  allow'd  me:  — Like  the  lily, 
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That  once  was  miftrefs  of  the  field,  and  flourinYd, 
I'll  hang  my  head  and  perifli, 

Wol.  If  your  grace 
Could  but  be  brought  to  know  our  ends  are  honeft, 
You'd  feel  more  comfort :  why  mould  we,  good  lady, 
Upon  what  caufe,  wrong  you  r  alas  !  our  places, 
The  way  of  our  profeihon  is  againil  it ; 
We  are  to  cure  fuch  for  rows,  not  to  fow  'em. 
For  goodnefs*  fake,  confide r  what  you  do  ; 
How  you  may  hurt  yourfelf,  ay,  utterly 
Grow  from  the  king's  acquaintance,  by  this  carriage. 
The  hearts  of  princes  kifs  obedience, 
So  much  they  love  it ;  but,  to  ftubborn  fpirits, 
They  fweil,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  ftorms. 
I  know,  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper, 
A  foul  as  even  as  a  calm  :  Pray,  think  us 
Thofe  we  profefs, peace-makers,  friends, and  fervants. 

Cam.  Madam,  you'll  find  it  fo.    You  wrong  your 
virtues 

With  thefe  v.  eak woman's  fears.    A  noble  fpirit, 
As  yours  was  put  into  you,  ever  cafts 
Such  doubts,  as  falfe  coin,  from  it.    The  king  loves 
you  ; 

Beware,  you  lofe  it  not  :  For  us,  if  you  pleafe 
To  truft  us  in  your  bunnefs,  we  are  ready 
To  ufe  our  utmoil  rtudies  in  your  fervice. 

Queen,  Do  what  ye  will,  my  lords  :  And,  pray, 
forgive  me, 
If  I  have  us'd  myfelf  unmannerly; 
You  know,  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  feemly  anfwer  to  fuch  perfons. 
Pray,  do  my  fervice  to  his  majefty  : 
Ke  has  my  heart  yet  ;  and  mall  have  my  prayers, 
While  I  mall  nave  my  life.  Come,  reverend  fathers, 
Beftow  your  counfels  on  me  :  me  now  begs, 
That  little  thought,  when  me  fet  footing  here, 
She  mould  have  bought  her  dignities  fo  dear. 

\  Exeunt* 
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Antichamher  to  the  King* s  Apartment. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Duke  of  Suffolk,  the  Earl  of 
Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Nor.  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  complaints, 
And  force  them  with  a  conftancy,  the  cardinal 
Cannot  Hand  under  them  :  If  you  omit 
The  efFer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promife, 
But  that  you  mall  fuftain  more  new  difgraces, 
With  thefe  you  bear  already. 

Sur.  I  am  joyful 
To  meet  the  lead  occafion,  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  father-in-law^  the  duke, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Suf.  Which  of  the  peers 
Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  leail 
Strangely  neglected  ?  when  did  he  regard 
The  ftamp  of  noblenefs  in  any  perfon, 
Out  of  himfelf  ? 

Cham.  My  lords,  you  fpeak  your  pleafures  : 
What  he  deferves  of  you  and  me,  I  know  ; 
What  we  can  do  to  him,  (though  now  the  time 
Gives  way  to  us)  I  much  fear.    If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  accefs  to  the  king,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him  ;  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  king  in  his  tongue. 

Nor.  O,  fear  him  not ; 
His  fpell  in  that  is  out  :  the  king  hath  found 
Matter  agair.ft  him,  that  forever  mars 
The  honey  cf  his  language.    No,  he's  fettled. 
Not  to  come  off,  in  his  difpleafure. 
Sur.  Sir, 

I  mould  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  news  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Nor.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded  :  wherein  he  appears, 
As  I  would  wilh  mine  enemy. 
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Sur*  How  came 
His  practices  to  light  ? 
Suf.  Moll  ttrangely. 
6V.  O,  how,  how? 

Suf  The  cardinal's  letter  to  the  pope  mifcarried, 
And  came  to  the  eye  o'  the  king  ;  wherein  was  read, 
How  that  the  cardinal  did  intreat  his  holinefs 
To  Hay  the  judgment  o'  the  divorce  ;  For  if 
It  did  take  place,  /  do,  quoth  he,  perceive, 
My  king  is  tangled  in  affection  to 
A  creature  cf  the  queen' 's,  lady  Anne  Sullen, 

Sur.  Has  the  king  this  ? 

Suf.  Believe  it. 

Sur.  Will  this  work? 

Cham.  The  king  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he 
coafts, 

And  hedges,  his  own  way.    But  in  this  point 
All  his  tricks  founder,  and  he  brings  his  phyftc 
After  his  patient's  death  ;  the  king  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  lady. 
Sur.  Would  he  had  ! 

Suf.  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wifli,  my  lord  ; 
For,  I  profels,  you  have  it. 

Sur.  Now  all  my  joy 
Trace  the  conjunction ! 

Suf.  My  amen  to't ! 

Nor.  All  men's. 

Suf.  There's  order  given  for  her  coronation  : 
Marry,  this  is  yet  but  young,  and  may  be  left 
To  lome  ears  unrecounted. — But,  my  lords, 
She  is  a  gallant  creature,  and  complete 
In  mind  and  feature  :  I  perfuade  me,  from  her 
Will  fall  fome  bleffing  to  this  land,  which  (hall 
In  it  be  memoriz'd. 

Sur.  But,  will  the  king 
Digeit  this  letter  of  the  cardinal's  ? 
The  Lord  forbid  ! 

Nor,  Marry,  Amen! 
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Suf.  No,  no  ; 
There  be  more  wafps  that  buz  about  his  nofe, 
Will  make  this  fting  the  fooner.   Cardinal  Campeius 
Is  ftolen  away  to  Rome  ;  hath  ta'en  no  leave  ; 
Has  left  the  caufe  o'  the  king  unhandled  ;  and 
Is  ported,  as  the  agent  cf  our  cardinal, 
To  fecond  all  his  plot.    I  do  aiTure  you, 
The  king  cry'd,  ha!  at  this. 

Cham.  Now,  God  incenfe  him, 
And  let  him  cry,  ha,  louder! 

Nor.  But,  my  lord, 
When  returns  Cranmer  ? 

Suf  He  is  returned,  in  his  opinions ;  which 
Have  fatisfy'd  the  king  for  his  divorce, 
Together  with  all  famous  colleges 
Almoft  in  Chriftendom :  fhortly,  I  believe, 
His  fecond  marriage  fhall  be  publimed,  and 
Her  coronation.    Katharine  no  more 
Shall  be  calPd  queen ;  but  princefs  dowager, 
And  widow  to  prince  Arthur. 

Nor.  This  fame  Cranmer's 
A  worthy  fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  much  pain 
In  the  king's  bufinefs. 

Suf.  He  has ;  and  wc  mall  fee  him 
For  it,  an  archbimop. 
Nor.  So  I  hear. 
Suf  'Tisfo, 

The  cardinal  

Enter  Wolfey,  and  Cromwell. 
Nor.  Obferve,  obferve,  he's  moody. 
Wol.  The  packet,  Cromwell, 
Gav't  you  the  king  ? 

Crom.  To  hi  s  own  hand,  in  his  bed-chamber. 
Wol.  Look'd  he  o'the  infide  of  the  paper  ? 
Crom.  Prefently 
He  did  unfeal  them  :  and  the  fir  ft  he  vicw'd, 
He  did  it  with  a  ferious  mind  ;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  countenance  :  You,  ke  bade 
Attend  him  here  this  morning. 
Wol.  Is  he  ready 
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To  come  abroad  ? 

Crom.  I  think,  by  this  he  is. 

Wcl.  Leave  me  a  while. —  [Exit  Cromwell. 

It  fhall  be  to  the  ducheis  of  Alencon, 
The  French  king's  filler  :  he  fhall  marry  her. — 
Anne  Bullen  !  No  ;  I'll  no  Anne  Bullens  for  him  : 
There's  more  in't  than  fair  vifage. — Bullen  ! 
No,  we'll  no  Bullens  ! — Speedily  I  Mfifh 
To  hear  from  Rome. — The  marchionefs  of  ?em« 
broke  !  

Nor.  He's  discontented. 

Suf.  May  be,  he  hears  the  king 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sur.  Sharp  enough, 
Lord,  for  thy  juftice ! 

Wol.  The  late  queen's  gentlewoman  ;   a  knight's 
daughter, 

To  be  her  miftrefs'  miftrefs !  the  queen's  queen  !  — 
This  candle  burns  not  clear:  'tis  I  mufl  fiuifFit; 

Then  out  it  goes.  What  though  I  know  her  i  ir- 

tuous, 

And  well  deferring  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  fpleeny  Lutheran  ;  and  not  wholefome  to 
Our  caule,  that  me  mould  lie  i'  the  bofom  of 
Our  hard-rul'd  king.    Again,  there  is  fprung  up 
An  heretic,  an  arch  one,  Cranmer  ;  one 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  king, 
And  is  his  oracle. 

Nor.  He  is  vex'd  at  fome thing. 

Sur.  I  would  'twere  fomething  that  woud  fiet 
the  Uring, 
The  mafter-cord  of  his  heart! 

Enter  the  King,   reading  a  Schedule  ;   at.d  Lonjel. 

Suf.  The  king,  the  king. 

King.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accumulated 
To  his  own  portion  !  and  what  expence  by  the  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him!  Hew,  i'  the  name  of  thrifty 
.Does  he  rake  this  together  ! — Now  my  lords ; 
Saw  you  the  cardinal  ? 

.Nor.  My  lord,  we  have 
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Stood  here  obferving  him  :  Some  flrange  cornmorioa 
Is  in  his  brain :  he  bites  his  lip,  and  flarts ; 
Stops  on  a  fudden,  looks  upon  the  ground, 
Then,  lays  his  finger  on  his  temple  ;  flraight, 
Springs  out  into  faft  gait ;  then  flops  again, 
Strikes  his  breafl  hard ;  and  anon,  he  cafxs 
His  eye  againfl  the  moon  :  in  moll  flrange  pofiures 
We  have  feen  him  fet  himfeif. 

King.  It  may  well  be  ; 
There  is  a  mutiny  in  his  mind.    This  morning 
Papers  of  flate  he  Tent  me  to  perufe, 
As  I  requir'd  ;  And,  m  ot  you,  what  I  found 
There  ;  on  my  conlcience,  put  unwittingly  ? 
Forfooth,  an  inventory,  thus  importing, — 
The  feveral  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  treaiure, 
Rich  fluffs,  and  ornaments  of  houfehold  ;  which 
I  find  at  fuch  proud  rate,  that  it  out-fpeaks 
PofTefnon  of  a  fubject. 

Nor.  It  is  heaven's  will ; 
Some  fpirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet, 
To  blefs  your  eye  withal. 

King.  If  we  did  think 
His  contemplations  were  above  the  earth, 
And  nx'd  on  fpiritual  objecl,  he  mould  ftill 
Dwell  in  his  mufings ;  but,  I  am  afraid, 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon,  not  worth 
His  ferious  confidering. 

[He  takes  bis  feat  $  and  njjhifpers  Lo-vt'I,  who  goes  tn 
Wolfey. 

Wol.  Heaven  forgive  me  ! — 
Ever  God  blefs  your  highnefs' 

King.  Good  my  lord, 
You  are  full  of  heavenly  fluff,  and  bear  the  inventory 
Of  your  bell  graces  in  your  mind  ;  the  which 
You  were  now  running  o'er:  you  have  icaice  time 
To  Ileal  from  fpiritual  leifure  a  brief  fpan, 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit:  fure,  in  that 
I  deem  %ou  an  ill  hufoand ;  and  am  glid 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 
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Wok  Sir, 

For  holy  offices  I  have  a  time  :  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  bufinefs,  which 
I  bear  i'  the  ftate ;  and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  prefervation,  which,  perforce, 
I  her  frail  fon,  among!!  my  brethren  mortal, 
Mult  give  my  tendance  to. 
King.  You  have  faid  well. 

WoL  And  ever  may  your  highnefs  yoke  together, 
As  I  v.  ill  lend  you  caufe,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well  faying. 

King.  'Tis  well  faid  again  ; 
And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed,  to  fay  well : 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.    My  father  lov'd  you: 
He  faid,  he  did ;  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.    Since  I  had  my  oilice, 
I  have  kept  you  next  my  heart ;  have  not  alone 
Employed  you  where  high  profits  might  come  home, 
But  par'd  my  prefent  havings,  to  bellow, 
My  bounties  upon  you. 

WoL  What  ihouid  this  mean  ?  [  Afeck. 

Sur.  The  lord  increafe  this  bufinefs !  \/lJide. 

King.  Have  I  not  made  you 
The  prime  man  of  the  ftate  ?  I  pray  you,  tell  me, 
If  what  I  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true  : 
And,  if  you  may  confefs  it,  fay  withal, 
If  you  are  bound  to  us,  or  no.    What  fay  you  ? 

WoL  Myfovereign,  I  confefs,  your  royal  graces, 
Shower'd  on  me  daily,  have  been  more,  than  could 
My  ftudied  purpofes  requite  ;  which  went 
Beyond  all  man's  endeavours  :  my  endeavours 
Have  ever  come  too  fhort  of  my  denies, 
Yet,  fil'd  with  my  abilities :  Mine  own  ends 
Have  been  mine  fo,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  the  good  of  your  moll  facred  perfon,  and 
The  profit  of  the  ftate.    For  your  great  graces 
Heap'd  upon  me,  poor  undeferver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  ailegiant  thanks ; 
Mv  prayers  to  heaven  for  you  ;  my  loyalty, 
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Which  ever  has,  and  ever  ihall  be  growing, 
'Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it. 

King.  Fairly  anfwer'd  : 
A  loyal  and  obedient  fubjeel  is 
Therein  illuftrated  :  the  honour  of  it 
Does  pay  the  acl  of  it ;  as  i'  the  contrary, 
The  foulnefs  is  the  puniihment.    I  preftime, 
That,  as  my  hand  has  open'd  bounty  to  you, 
My  heart  dropp'd  love,  my  power  rain'd  honour, 
more 

On  you,  than  any ;  fo  your  hand,  and  heart, 
Youn.brain,  and  every  function  of  your  power, 
Should,  notwithstanding  that  your  bond  of  duty, 
As  'twere  in  iove's  particular,  be^more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

Wol.  I  do  profeis, 
That  for  your  highnefs'  good  I  ever  labour 'd 
More  than  my  ov.  n  ;  that  am,  have,  and  will  be, 
Though  all  tne  world  ihould  crack  their  duty  to  you, 
And  throw  it  from  their  foal ;  though  perils  did 
Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  'em,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid  ;  yet  my  duty, 
As  doth  a  rock  againft  the  chiding  flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  river  break, 
And  Hand  unfnaken  yours. 

Ring.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken  : 
Take  notice,  lords,  he  has  a  loyal  breaft, 
For  you  have  feen  him  open't. — Read. o'er  this  ; 

[Giving  him  papers. 
And,  after  this :  and  then  to  breakfaft,  with 
What  appetite  you  have. 

[Exit  King,  frowning  kjcn  Cardinal  Wol  fey; 
the  Kcbles  throng  after  him,  nuhifpering  and 
fniling. 

Wul.  Vv  hat  mould  this  mean  ? 
What  fudden  anger's  this  r  how  have  I  reap'd  it  ? 
He  parted  frov\  ning  from  ire,  as  if  ruin 
Leap'd  from  his  eyes  :  So  looks  the  chafed  Hod 
JJpOJi  the  daring  huntfman  thai  has  galTd  him  ; 
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Then  makes  him  nothing.    I  mull  read  this  paper: 

I  fear,  the  ftory  of  his  anger. — 'Tis  fo  : 

This  paper  has  undone  me  : — 'Tis  the  account 

Of  all  that  world  of  wealth  I  have  drawn  together 

For  mine  own  ends :  indeed,  to  gain  the  popedom, 

And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome.    O  negligence, 

Fit  for  a  fool  to  fall  by  !  What  crofs  devil 

Made  me  put  this  main  fecret  in  the  packet 

I  fent  the  king  :  Is  there  no  way  to  cure  this  ? 

No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  brains  ? 

I  know  'twill  ftir  him  ftronglv  ;  Yet  I  know 

A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpite  of  fortune 

Will  bring  me  off  again.  What's  this — To  the  fof-e  ? 

The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  bufinefs 

I  writ  to  his  holinefs.    Nay,  then,  farewell! 

I  have  touch'd  the  higheft  point  of  all  my  greatne  fs ; 

And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 

I  hafte  now  to  my  fetting  :  1  mail  fall 

Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening, 

And  no  man  lee  me  more. 

Re-enter  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  the  Earl  of 
Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Nor.  Hear  the  king's  pleafure,  cardinal:  who  com- 
mands you 
To  render  up  the  great  feal  prefently 
Into  our  hands ;  and  to  confine  yourfelf 
To  Efther  hcufe,  my  lord  of  Winchefter's, 
Till  you  hear  further  from  his  highnefs. 
Wcl.  Stay, 

Where's  your  commiiTion,  lords  ?  words  cannot  carry 
Authority  fo  mighty. 

Suf.  Who  dare  crofs  'em  ? 
Bearing  the  king's  will  from  his  mouth  exprefsly  ? 

Wol.  'Till  I  find  more  than  will  or  words,  to  do  it, 
(I  mean  your  malice)  know,  oaicious  lords, 
I  dare,  and  muil  deny  it.    Now  I  feel 
Of  what  coarfe  metal  ye  are  moulded, — envy. 
How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  difgrace, 
As  if  it  fed  ye  ?  and  how  fleek  and  wanton 
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Ye  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  ruin  ? 

Follow  your  envious  courfes,  men  of  malice  ; 

You  have  chriftian  warrant  for  them,  and,  no  doubt,  ' 

In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.    That  feal, 

You  afk  with  fuch  a  violence,  the  king 

( Mine,  and  your  mailer)  with  his  own  hand  gave  me  ; 

Bade  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  honours, 

During  my  life  ;  and,  to  confirm  his  goodnefs, 

Ty'd  it  by  letters  patents  :  Now,  who'll  take  it  ? 
Sur.  The  king,  that  gave  it. 
V/oL  It  mull  be  himfelf  then. 
Sur.  Thou  art  a  proud  traitor,  prieft. 
Wol.  Proud  lord,  thou  lied  ; 

Within  thefe  forty  hours  Surrey  darll  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongue,  than  faid  fo. 
Sur.  Thy  ambition, 

Thou  fcarlet  fin,  robb'd  this  bewailing  land 

Of  noble  Buckingham,  my  father-in-law  : 

The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  cardinals 

(With  thee,  and  all  thy  belt  parts  bound  together) 

Weighed  not  a  hair  of  his.    Plague  of  your  policy  ! 

You  lent  me  deputy  for  Ireland  ; 

Far  from  his  fuccour,  from  the  king,  from  all 

That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault  thou  gav'lt,  him  ; 

Whilft  your  great  goodnefs,  out  of  holy  pity, 

Abfolv'd  him  with  an  axe. 

WgL  This,  and  all  elfe 
This  talking  Icrd  can  Jay  upon  my  credit, 
I  anfwer,  is  moft  falfe.    The  duke  by  law 
Found  his  d^eferts :  how  innocent  I  "w  as 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end, 
His  noble  jury  and  foul  caufe  can  witneis. 
If  I  lov'd  many  words,  lord,  I  mould  tell  you, 
You  have  as  little  hbnefty  as  honour ; 
That  I,  in  the  way  of  loyalty  and  truth 
To    ird  v  :    kliig,  my  ever  royal  mailer, 
Dare  mate  a  founder  man  than  Surrey  can  be. 
And  all  that  love  his  follies, 
Sur.  By  my  foul, 
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Your  long  coat,  prieft,  protects  you  ;  thou  mould' ft:  feel 

My  fword  i'  the  life-Wood  of  thee  elfe. — My  lords, 

Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance  ? 

And  from  this  fellow  ?  If  we  live  thus  tamely, 

To  be  thus  jaded  by  a  piece  of  fcarlet, 

Farewell  nobility  ;  let  his  grace  go  forward, 

And  dare  us  with  his  cap,  like  larks. 

Wol.  All  goodnefs 
Is  poifon  to  thy  ftomach. 

Sr.'}-.  Yes,  that  goodnefs 
Of  gleaning  all  the  land's  wealth  into  one, 
Into  your  own  hands,  cardinal,  by  extortion  ; 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  packets, 
You  writ  to  the  pope,  againit  the  king  :  your  good- 
nefs, 

Since  you  provoke  me,  mail  be  raofl  notorious. — 

My  lord  of  Norfolk, — as  you  are  truly  noble, 

As  you  refpecl  the  common  good,  the  ftate 

Of  your  defpis'd  nobility,  our  iffues, 

Who,  if  he  live,  will  fcarce  be  gentlemen. — 

Produce  the  grand  fum  of  his  fins,  the  articles 

Collected  from  his  life  : — I'll  ftartie  you 

Worfe  than  the  facring  bell,  when  the  brown  wench 

Lay  kiflhig  in  your  arms,  lord  cardinal. 

Wei.  How  much,  methinks,  I  could  defpife  this  man, 
But  that  I  am  bound  in  charity  againft  it ! 

Nor.  Thofe  articles,  my  lord,  are  in  the  king's  hand  : 
But,  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

Wol.  So  much  fairer, 
And  fpotlefs,  mall  mine  innocence  arife, 
When  the  king  knows  my  truth. 

Sur.  This  cannot  fave  you  : 
I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  thefe  articles ;  and  out  they  (hall. 
Now,  if  you  can  blufh,  and  cry  guilty,  cardinal, 
You'll  mew  a  little  hone,! . . 

Wol  Speak  on,  fir  ; 
I  dare  your  worft  objections :  if  I  blufh, 
It  is,  to  fee  a  nobleman  want  manners, 
F  2 
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Sur.  I'd  rather  want  thofe,  than  my  head.  Have 
at  you. 

Firft,  that,  without  the  king's  affent,  or  knowledge, 
You  wrought  to  be  a  legate  ;  by  which  power 
You  roaim'd  the  jurifdi&ion  of  all  bifhops. 

Nor.  Then,  that,  in  all  you  writ  to  Rome,  or  elfe 
To  foreign  princes,  Ego  cif  Rex  meus 
Wa3  flill  infcrib'd  ;  in  which  you  brought  the  king 
To  be  your  fervant. 

Sufi.  Then,  that,  without  the  kno\N  ledge 
Either  of  king  or  council,  when  you  went 
AmbafTador  to  the  emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  feal. 

Sur.  Item,  you  fent  a  large  commiiTion 
To  Gregory  de  Canrdis,  to  conclude, 
Without  the  king's  av ill,  or  the  Hate's  allowance, 
A  league  between  his  highnefs  and  Ferrara. 

Siy\  That,  out  of  mere  ambition,  you  have  caus'd 
Your  holy  hat  to  be  ftampt  on  the  king's  coin. 

Sur.  Then,  thatyouhave fent  innumerable  fubftance 
(By  what  means  got,  Heave  to  your  ownconfcienee) 
To  furnifn  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  for  dignities ;  to  the  mere  undoing 
Of  all  the  kingdom.    Many  more  there  are  ; 
Which,  fmce  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham.  O  my  lord, 
Prefs  not  a  failing  man  too  far  :  'tis  virtue  : 
His  faults  lie  open  to  the  laws  ;  let  them, 
Not  you,  corred  him.    My  heart  weeps  to  fee  him 
So  little  of  his  great  felf. 

Sur.  I  forgive  him. 

Suf.  Lord  cardinal,  the  king's  further pleafure  is, — 
Becaufe  all  thofe  things,  you  have  done  of  late 
By  vour  power  legatine  within  this  kingdom, 

Fall  into  the  compufs  of  a  Praemunire,  

That  therefore  luch  a  writ  be  fu'd  againfl  you ; 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements, 
Catties,  and  whatsoever,  and  to  be 
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Out  of  the  king's  protection: — This  is  my  charge. 

Nor.  And  fo  we'll  leave  you  to  your  meditations 
How  to  live  better.    For  your  ftubborn  anfwer, 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  feal  to  us, 
The  king  fnall  know  it,  and,  no  doubt,  (hall  thank  you. 
So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  lord  cardinal. 

[  Exeunt  all  but  Wclfcy, 
WoL  So  farewell  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me. 
Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatnefs ! 
This  is  the  ftafce  of  man  ;  To-day  ne  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope,  to-morrow  bioflbms, 
And  bears  his  blufhing  honours  thick  upon  him  : 
The  third  day,  comes  a  froft,  a  killing  froil ; 
And, — when  he  tnhr  s,  good  eafy  man,  full  furely 
His  greatnefs  is  a-ripening, — nips  his  root, 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.    I  have  ventur'd, 
Like  little  wanton  boys  that  fwim  on  bladders, 
Theie  many  fummers  in  a  fea  cf  glory  ; 
But  far  beyond  my  depth  :  my  high-blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me  ;  and  now  has  left  me, 
Weary,  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  ftream,  that  muft  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp,  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye  ; 
I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd:  O,  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  man,  that  hangs  on  prince's  favours  \ 
There  is,  betwixt  that  fmile  we  would  afpire  to, 
That  fweet  afpe£t  of  princes,  and  our  rain, 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  wars  or  women  have  -y 
And  when  ne  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 

Never  to  hope  again.  

Enter  Cromwell,  amaze  dly* 
Why,  how  now,  Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  I  have  no  power  to  fpeak,  nr. 

Jfrol.  What,  amaz'd 
At  my  misfortunes  ?  can  thy  fpirit  wonder, 
A  great  man  fhoald  decline  ?  Nay,  an  you  weep., 
I  am  fallen  indeed. 

Crom.  How  does  your  grace  ? 

WoL  Why,  well; 
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Never  To  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwell. 

I  kno^"  myfelf  now  ;  and  I  feel  within  me 

A  peace  above  ail  earthly  dignities, 

A  lliil  and  quiet  conscience.  The  king  has  curd  me, 

I  humbly  thank  nis  grace  ;  and  from  tnefe  moulders, 

Theie  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity,  taken 

A  load  would  link  a  navy,  too  much  honour : 

O,  'tis  a  burden,  Cromwell,  'tis  a  burden, 

Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven. 

Crom.  I  am  dad,  your  gr^ce  has  made  that  right 
ufe  of  it. 

Wol.  I  hope,  I  have  :  I  am  able  now,  methinks, 
(Out  of  a  fortitude  of  foul  I  feel)  ^ 
To  endure  more  miferies,  and  greater  far, 
Than  my  weak-hearted  enemies  dare  offer. 
What  news  abroad? 

Crcm.  The  heavieit  and  the  woril, 
Is  your  diipleafure  with  the  king. 

J  Tel.  God  blefs  him  ! 

Ctmm,  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  More  is  chofen 
Lord  chancellor  in  your  place. 

Wei.  That's  fomewhat  fudden  : 
But  he's  a  learned  man.    May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  highnefs'  favour,  and  do  juflice, 
For  truth's  fake  and  his  confeience  ;  that  his  bones, 
When  he  has  run  his  courfe,  and  fleepa  in  bleilmgs, 
May  have  a  tomb  of  orphan's  tears  wept  on  them  ! 
What  more  ? 

Crcm.  That  Cranmer  is  return'd  with  welcome, 
In.kU'd  lord  archbiihop  of  Canterbury. 

Wcl.  That's  new  g  indeed. 

Crcm.  Lair,  that  the  iadv  Anne, 
Whom  the  king  hath  in  fecrecy  long  marry'd, 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  queen, 
Going  to  chapel :  and  the  voice  is  novv 
Only'about  her  coronation. 

JJ'cI.  There  was  the  weight  that  pull'd  me  down. 
O  Cromwell, 
The  king  has  gone  beyond  me,  all  my  glories 
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In  that  one  woman  I  have  loft  for  ever  : 

No  fun  fhall  ever  ufher  forth  mine  honours, 

Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops  that  waited 

Upon  my  Seniles.    Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Cromwell ; 

I  am  a  poor  fallen  man,  unworthy  now 

To  be  thy  lord  and  mafter :  Seek  the  king  ; 

That  fun,  I  pray,  may  never  fet !  I  have  told  him 

What,  and  how  true  thou  art :  he  will  advance  thee; 

Some  little  memory  of  me  will  ftir  him, 

I  know  his  noble  nature,  not  to  let 

Thy  hopeful  fervice  perifh  too:  Good  Cromwell, 

Neglect  him  not ;  make  ufe  now,  and  provide 

For  thine  own  future  fafety. 

Crom.  O  my  lord, 
Mufl  I  then  leave  you  ?  muft  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  fo  noble,  and  fo  true  a  mafter  ? — 
Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron, 
With  ^hat  aforrow  Cromwell  leaves  his  lord. — 
The  king  mail  have  my  fervice  ;  but  my  prayers 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  fhall  be  yours. 

Wol.  Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  fhed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miferies  ;  but  thou  haft  fore'd  me, 
Out  of  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  woman. 
Let's  dry  cur  eyes  ;  And  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwell; 
And, — when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  fhall  be  ; 
And  lleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  more  muft  be  heard  of, — fay,  I  taught  thee, 
Say,  Wolfe y, — that  once  trod  the  ways  of  glory, 
And  founded  all  the  depths  and  fhoals  of  honour, — ■ 
Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rife  in  ; 
A  fure  and  fafeone,  though  thy  mafter  mifs'd  it, 
Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  that  ruin'd  me. 
Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition  ; 
By  that  fin  fell  the  angels,  how  can  man  then, 
The  image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  by't  ? 
Love  thyfelf  laft :  cherifh  thofe  hearts  that  hate  thee 
Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honefty. 
Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 
To  filence  envious  tongues.'    Be  juft,  and  fear  not : 
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Let  all  the  ends,  thou  aim  hi:  at,  be  thy  country's, 
Thv  God  ^.  and  truth's :  then  if  thou  fall' A,  O  Crom- 
well, 

Th#m  rVpfr  a  bleiihc  mart*  r.    Serve  the  king ; 

And, — Pr'ythee.  lead  me  in: 

There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have, 

To  the  fag  penny  j  'tis  the  king's :  my  robe, 

And  my  integrity  to  heavers,  is  all 

I  dare  hot  call  mine  pirn.   O  Cromwell,  Cromwell, 

Had  I  but  ferwd  my  God    it  a  half  the  zeal 

I  ferv'd  mv  kin^.  he  wom\d  not  in  mine  age 

Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 

Cr*m.  Good  ur,  have  na  tie  nee. 

TVd.  So  I  have.  Farewell 
The  hopes  of  court!  my  hopes  in  heaven  do  dwelt. 


A  C  T    IV.       SCENE  I. 

A  Street  in  Weftmhtfier. 
Eiterfzvc  Gentle  men,  meet  i?ig  one  anctber. 

i  Gen.  "T  TO\I  are  well  met  once  again. 
z  Gc't.     j[      So  are  you. 

1  Gen.  You  come  to  tahe  your  ilandhere,  and  behold 
The  ladv  Anne  pafs  from  her  coronation  I 

2  Gem.  'Tis  allmy  bufineis.  A:  oarlait  encounter, 
The  duke  of  Bjckingham  came  from  his  trial. 

1  Gf!.  'Tis  verv  true:  but  that  rime  orer'd  ibrrow; 
This,  general  joy. 

2  Gri.  'Tu well :  the  citizens, 

I  am  far?,  have  Die  vn  at  fall  their  royal  minis  ; 
As,  let  e'm  have  their  rigm?,  they  are  ever  fbrw  ard, 
In  celebration  of  this  day  with  me^rs. 
Pageants,  and  lights  of  honour. 
!  Gin.  Never  greater, 
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Nor,  I'll  afiure  you,  better  taken,  fir. 

2  G*t?.  May  I  be  bold  to  afk  what  that  contains, 
That  paper  in  vour  hand  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes;  'tis  the  lift 

Of  thcfe,  that  claim  their  offices  this  day, 

By  cuftom  of  the  coronation. 

The  duke  of  Suffolk  is  the  firft,  and  claims 

To  be  high  ftev  ard  ;  next  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 

To  be  earl  marfnal :  you  may  read  the  reft ! 

2  GV;/.  I  thank  you,  fir ;  had  I  not  known  thofe 

cufroms, 

I  mould  have  been  beholden  to  your  paper, 

But,  I  befeech  you,  what's  become  of  Katharine, 

The  princefs  dowager  ?  how  goes  her  buiinefs  ? 

i  Ge?2.  That  I  can  tell  you  too.    The  archbifhop 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learn'd  and  reverend  fathers  of  his  order, 
Held  a  late  court  at  Dunftable,  fix  miles  ofF 
From  Ampthill,  where  the  princefs  lay;  to  which 
She  oft  v  as  cited  by  them,  but  appear'd  not: 
And,  to  be  fliort,  for  not  appearance,  and 
The  king's  late  fcruple,  by  the  main  aflent 
Of  all  thefe  learned  men,  (he  was  diverc'd, 
And  the  late  marriage  made  of  none  erTecl  : 
Since  which,  me  was  remov'd  to  Kimbolton, 
Where  fhe  remains  now,  frck. 

i  Gen.  Alas,  good  lady  ! — 
The  trumpets  found  :  iland  clofe,  the  queen  is  coming, 

^Hautboys . 

The  Odder  of  the  Coronation. 

.1.  A  lively  fiouriih  of  trumpets. 

2.  Then  two  Judges. 

3.  Lord  Chancellor,  with  the  purfe  and  mace 

before  him. 

4.  Choriiters  nnging.  [Mujtc. 

5.  Mayor  of  London,  bearing  the  mace.  Then 

Garter,  in  his  coat  of  arms,  and  on  his  hea*i 
a^gllt  copper  crown. 
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6.  Marquis  Dorfet,  bearing  a  fceptre  of  gold,  on 
his  head  a  demi-coronal  of  gold.  With  him, 
the  Earl  of  Surrey,  bearing  the  rod  of  filver 
w  ith  the  dove,  crcwn'dwith  an  earl's  coronet. 
Collars  of  SS. 
Duke  of  Suffolk,  in  his  robe  of  eftate,  his  coro- 
net on  his  head,  bearing  a  long  v  hite  waud, 
as  high  fteward.  With  nim  the  Duke  of  Nor- 
folk, with  the  rod  of  marihalihip,  a  coronet 
on  his  head.    Collars  of  SS. 

S.  A  canopy  borne  by  four  of  the  Cinque  port? ; 
under  it  the  Qaeen  inner  robe ;  her  nair  richly 
adorn* d  with  pearl,  crowned.  On  each  iide 
her,  the  biihops  of  London  and  Wincheiler. 

-9.  The  old  Ducnefs  of  Norfolk,  in  a  coron.il  of 
gold  wrought  with  flowers,  bearing  the 
Queen's  train. 

10.  Certain  Ladies  or  Ccunreues.  with  plain  cir- 
clets of  gold  without  dow  ers. 
They  pafs  over  the  itage  in  order  and  azare. 

2  Gem.  A  royal  train,  believeme. — Thefei  know ; — 
Who's  that,  that  bears  the  fcepcre  ? 

1  Ge>:.  Marquis  Dorfet : 

And  that  the  earl  of  Surrey,  w  ith  the  rod. 

2  Get.  A  bold  brave  gentleman.  That  fhoold  be 
The  cake  of  Suffolk. 

1  Gem.  'Tis  the  fame,  high-fteward. 

2  Gr:.  And  that  my  lord  of  Norfolk, 
j  Gem.  Yes. 

2  Gen.  Heaven  blefs  thee  !   [Looking  on  :le  ^ueen. 
Thou  haft  the  fweetefi  face  I  ever  lcok'd  on. — 
Sir,  as  1  have  a  foul,  {he  is  an  angel ; 
Oar  kir.e;  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arm?, 
Ana  meae,  and  richer,  when  he  ilrains  that  lady: 
I  cannot  blame  his  confeience. 

1  Gen.  They  that  bear 
The  cloth  of  honour  over  her,  are  four  barons 
Or"  :U  Cinque-porti. 
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2  Gen.  Thofe  men  are  happy  ;  fo  are  all  are  near  her. 
I  take  it,  me  that  carries  up  the  train, 
Is  that  old  noble  lady,  duchefs  of  Norfolk. 

1  Gen.  It  is  ;  and  all  the  reft  are  counteftes. 

2  Gen.  Their  caronets  fay  fo.    Thefe  are  liars,  in- 

deed ; 

And,  fometimes,  falling  ones. 

1  Gen.  No  more  of  that. 

[Exit  Procejjion,  <with  a  great  flour 'ijb  of  trumpets. 
Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 
God  fave  you,  fir!  Where  have  you  been  broiling? 

3  Gen.  Among  the  crowd  i'  the  abbey ;  where  a 

finger 

Could  not  be  wedg'd  in  more:  I  am  ftjfled 
With  the  mere  ranknefs  of  their  joy. 

2  Gen.  You  faw  the  ceremony  ? 

3  Gen.  That  I  did. 

1  Gen.  How  was  it  ? 

3  Gen.  Well  worth  the  feeing. 

2  Gen.  Good  fir,  fpeak  it  to  us. 

3  Gen.  As  well  as  I  am  able.    The  rich  itreaiii 
Of  lords  and  ladies,  having  brought  the  queen 
To  aprepar'd  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 

A  diftance  from  her  ;  while  her  grace  fat  down 
To  reft  awhile,  fome  half  an  hour,  or  fo, 
In  a  rich  chair  of  ftate,  oppofing  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  perfon  to  the  people. 
Believe  me,  fir,  fhe  is  the  goodlieft  woman 
That  ever  lay  by  man  :  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of,  fuch  a  noife  arofe 
As  the  fhrouds  make  at  fea  in  a  ftifr  tempeft, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes :  Hats,  cloaks, 
(Doublets,  I  think)  flew  up  ;  and  had  their  faces 
Been  loofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.    Such  joy 
I  never  faw  before.    Great-belly'd  women, 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  v*  ould  fnake  the  prefs, 
And  make  'em  reel  before  'em.    No  man  living 
Could  fay,  This  is  my  <zv?'fe,  there  ;  all  were  woven 
Vol.  VI.  G 
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So  ftrangely  in  one  piece. 
z  Gen.  But  what  folio  w'd  ? 

3  Gen.  At  length  her  grace  rofe,  and  with  modeft 
paces 

Came  to  the  altar;  where  he  kneel'd,  and,  faint-like, 
Carl  her  fair  eyes  to  heaven,  and  pray'd  devoutly. 
Then  rofe  again,  and  bo  w'd  her  to  the  people  : 
When  by  the  archbifhop  of  Canterbury, 
She  had  all  the  royal  makings  of  a  queen ; 
As  holy  oil,  Edward  ConfeiTor^s  crown, 
The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  fuch  emblems 
Lay'd  nobly  on  her  :  which  perform'd,  the  choir, 
With  all  the  choiceft  mufic  of  the  kingdom, 
Together  fung  Te  Deum.    So  fhe  parted, 
And  with  the  fame  full  ftate  pac'd  back  again 
To  York  place,  where  the  feaft  is  held. 

1  Gen.  You  muft  no  more  call  it  York  place,  that's 

paft  : 

For,  fmce  the  cardinal  fell,  that  title's  loft ; 
'Tis  now  the  king's,  and  call'd — Whitehall. 

3  Gen.  I  know  it ; 
But  'tis  fo  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  name 
Is  frefh  about  me. 

2  Gen.  What  two  reverend  biihops 

Were  thofe  that  went  on  each  fide  of  the  queen? 

3  Gen.  Stokefly,  and  Gardiner.;  the  one,  of  Win- 

chefter, 

(Newly  preferr'd  from  the  king's  fecretary) 
'The  other,  London. 

2  Gen.  He  of  Winchefter 
h  held  no  great  good  lover  of  the  archbifhop's, 
The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

a  Gen.  All  the  land  knows  that : 
However  yet  there's  no  great  breach ;  when  it  comes, 
Cranmer  will  find  a  friend  will  not  ftirink  from  him. 

2  Gen.  Who  may  that  be,  I  pray  you? 

3  Gen.  Thomas  Cromwell ; 

A  man  in  much  eftcem  with  the  king,  and  truly 
A  worthy  friend.    The  king  has  made  him 
Mafter  o'  the  jewel-houfe£ 
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And  one,  already,  of  the  privy -council. 

2  Gen.  He  will  defer^e  more. 

3  Gen.  Yes,  without  all  doubt. 

Come,  gentlemen,  ye  lhall  go  my  way,  which 
Is  to  the  court,  and  there  ftiaU  be  my  guefts ; 
Something  I  can  command.    As  I  walk  tjikfeer, 
I'll  tell  ye  more. 

Both.  You  may  command  us,  fir.  ^Extml 

SCENE  II. 

Ki?nbolton. 

Enter  Katharine,  Dowager,  Jtck,  led  h ft*tuee#  Grifft 
her  Gentle man-ujhtr  and  Patience  her  nrioman. 

Grif.  How  does  your  grace  ? 

Kath.  O,  Griliith,  lick  to  death: 
My  legs,  like  loaded  branches,  bow  to  the  earth, 
Willing  to  leave  their  burden  :  Reach  a  chair  ; — 
So, — now,  me  thinks,  I  feel  a  little  eafe. 
Did'ft  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  led'ft  me, 
That  the  great  child  of  honour,  cardinal  Woliey, 
Was  dead  ? 

Grif.  Yes,  madam:  but,  I  think,  your  grace, 
Out  of  the  pain  you  fuffer'd,  gave  no  ear  to't. 

Kath.  Pr'ythee,  good  Griffith,  tell  me  how  he  dy'd 
If  well,  he  fiepp'd  before  me,  happily, 
For  my  example. 

Grif.  Well,  the  voice  goes,  madam  : 
For  after  the  fiout  earl  Northumberland 
Arretted  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
(As  a  man  forely  tainted)  to  his  anfwer, 
He  fell  fick  fuddenly,  and  grew  fo  ill, 
He  could  not  fit  his  mule. 

Kath.  Alas,  poor  man  ! 

Grif.  At  lafi,  with  eafy  roads  he  came  to  Leiceile 
Lodg'd  in  the  abb^y  ;  where  the  reverend  abbot, 
With  all  his  convent,  honourably  receiv'd  him  ; 
Townom  he  gave  thefe  words — Ci  O  father  abbot, 
"  An  old  man,  broken  with  the  ftorois  of  fiate, 
e:  Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye  ;  • 
ei  Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity  I" 
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So  went  to  bed  :  where  eagerly  his  ficknefs 
Purfu'd  him  ftill ;  and,  three  nights  after  this, 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  (which  he  himfelf 
Foretold  mould  be  his  laft)  full  of  repentance, 
Continual  meditations,  tears,  and  forrows, 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again, 
His  blefTfd  pari:  to  heaven,  and  flept  in  peace. 

Kath.  So  may  he  reft  ;  his  faults  lie  gently  on  him! 
Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  him. 
And  yet  with  charity. — He  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  ftomach,  ever  ranking 
Himfelf  with  princes;  one,  that  by  fuggeftion 
Ty'd  all  the  kingdom  :  fimony  wa§  fair  play  : 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law  :  I'  the  presence 
He  would  fay  untruths ;  and  be  ever  double, 
Eoth  in  his  words  and  meaning  :  He  was  never, 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful : 
His  promiies  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty  : 
But  his  performance,  as  he  is  now,  nothing. 
'Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  clergy  ill  example. 

(?rij\  Noble  madam, 
Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brafs ;  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.    May  it  pleafe  your  hignefs 
To  hear  me  fpeak  his  good  now  ? 

Kath,  Yes  good  Griffith; 
I  were  malicious  elfe. 

Grif.  This  cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  ftock,  undoubtedly 
Was  fafhion'd  to  much  honour.    From  his  cradle, 

as  a  fcholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one  : 
Exceeding  wife,  fiir  fpoken,  and  perfuading  : 
Loftv  and  four,  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not :  ' 
Eut,  to  thofe  men  that  fought  him,  fw.ee t  as  fummer. 
And  though  he  were  unfatisfy'd  in  getting, 
(Which  was  a  fin)  yet  in  bettor  ing,  madam, 
lie  was  moft  princely  :  Ever  witnefs  for  him 
Thofe  twins  of  learning,  that  he  rais'd  in  you, 
Jpfwich,  and  Oxford!  one  of  which  fell  vuth  him, 
Unwilling  to  Ottt-livc  the  good  he  did  it; 
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The  other,  though  unfmifh'd,  yet  fo  famous, 

So  excellent  in  art,  and  ftill  fo  riling, 

That  Chriitendom  fhall  ever  fpeak  his  virtue. 

His  overthrow  heap'd  happinefs  upon  him ; 

For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himfelf, 

And  found  the  ble/Tednefs  of  being  little: 

And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 

Than  man  could  give  him,  he  dv'd  fearing  God. 

Kath.  After  mv  death  I  wifh  no  other  herald, 
No  other  fpeaker  of  my  living  actions, 
To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruption, 
But  fuch  an  hofteft  chronicler  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  moft  hated  living,  thou  haft  made  me, 
With  thy  re.igious  truth,  and  modefty, 
Now  in  his  allies  honour  :  Peace  be  with  him!— 
Patience,  be  near  me  Hill ;  and  fet  me  lower  : 
I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee. — Good  Griffith, 
dale  the  muiicians  play  me  that  fad  note 
I  n  im'd  mv  knell,  whilli  I  fit  meditating 
On  tnat  celeftial  harmonv  I  go  to. 

Sad  and  filem/i  Mufic. 

Grifi  She  is  afleep:  Good  ench,  let's  fit  dcrvn  quiet, 
For  fear  we  wake  her: — Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

The  viifion.  Enter,  Jhlemnif  tripping  one  after  another* 
fix  per  fin ages,  clad  in  -white  robes,  wearing  on  their 
heads  garlands  of  bays,  and  golden  -vizards  on  their 
faces ;  branches  of  bays,  or  palm,  in  their  hands. 
They  fir fi  co/igee  unto  her,  then  dance  ;  and,  at  cer- 
tain changes,  the  firft  two  hold  a  J)  are  garland  over 
her  head ;  at  which  the  other  four  make  reverend 
curifies  y  then  the  two,  that  held  the  garland,  deliver 
the  fame  to  the  other  next  two,  who  obfir-ve  the  fame 
order  in  their  changes,  and  holding  the  garland  over 
her  head  :  which  done,  they  deliver  the  fame  garland, 
to  the  lafi  two,  who  like  wife  obferve  the  fame  order  : 
at  which,  ( as  it  vjere  by  infpiration )  jhe  ?nakes  in 
her  jleep,  figns  of  rejO.cing,  and  hold eth  up  her  hands 
to  heaven  ;  and  fa  in  their  dancing  they  vanijh,  car- 
rying the  garland  with  them.  The  mudc  continues* 
G  2  .  .  J 
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Kath.  Spirits  of  peace, where  are  ye?  Are  ye  all  gone? 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchednefs  behind  ye : 

Grif  Madam,  we  are  here. 

Kath.  It  is  not  you  I  call  for  : 
Saw  you  none  enter,  fince  I  fiept? 

Grif.  None,  madam. 

Kath.  No}  Saw  you  not,  even  now,  ableffed  troop 
Invite  me  to  a  banquet ;  whofe  bright  faces 
Carr.  thouiand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  fun  ? 
They  promis'd  me  eternal  happinefs  ; 
And  brought  me  garlands,  Griffith,  which  I  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear :  I  fhall, 
Affurediy. 

Grif.  I  am  moll  joyful,  madam,  fuch  good  dreams 
PofTels  your  fancy. 

Kath.  Bid  the  mufic  leave, 
They  are  harfn  and  heavy  to  me.  [Mufic  ceafes. 

Pat.  Do  you  note, 
How  much  her  grace  is  alter'd  on  the  fudden  ? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn?   How  pale  {he  looks, 
And  of  an  earthly  cold  ?  Mark  her  eyes. 

Grif.  She  is  going,  wench ;  pray,  pray. 

Pat.  Heaven  comfort  her  ! 

Enter  a  Mefenger. 

Mef.  An't  like  your  grace,  

Kath.  You  are  a  fawcy  fellow  : 
Deferve  we  no  more  reverence  ? 

Grif.  You  are  to  blame, 
Kno   ing,  me  will  not  lole  her  wonted  greatnefs, 
To  ufe  fo  riide  behaviour:  go  to,  kneel. 

Mef.  i  humbly  do  entreat  your  highnefs'  pardon ; 
My  halle  m;,de  me  unmannerly  :  There  is  Haying 
A  gentleman,  fent  from  the  king,  to  fee  you. 

Kath.  Admit  aim  entrance,  Griffith :  But  this  fellow 
Let  me  ne'er  fee  again. 

[Exeunt  Griffith,  and  Mefjenger. 
Re-enter  Griffith,  with  Capucius. 
If  my  fight  fail  not, 

You  mould  be  lord  ambaffador  from  the  emperor 
My  royal  nephew,  and  your  name  Capucius. 
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Cap.  Madam,  the  fame,  your  fervant. 

Kath.  O  my  lord, 
The  times,  and  titles,  now  are  alter'd  ftrangely 
With  me,  fmce  fir  ft  you  knew  me.    But,  I  pray  you, 
What  is  your  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Cap.  Noble  lady, 
Firft,  mine  own  fervice  to  your  grace;  the  next, 
The  king's  requeft  that  I  would  vifit  you ; 
Wno  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,   and  by  mc 
Sends  you  his  prin:ely  commendations, 
And  heartily  entreats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Katb.  O  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late : 
'Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution  : 
That  gentle  phylic,  given  in  time,  had  cur'd  me ; 
But  now  I  am  pari:  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  highnefs  ? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Kath.  So  may  he  ever  do  :  and  ever  flourifh, 
When  I  (hall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  name 
BanihVd  the  kingdom  ! — Patience,  is  that  letter, 
I  caus'd  you  write,  yet  fent  away  ? 

Pat.  No,  madam. 

Kath.  Sir,  I  moft  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  king. 
Cap.  Moft  willing,  madam. 

Kath.  In  which  1  have  commended  to  his  goodnefs, 
nefs, 

The  model  of  our  chafle  loves,  his  young  daughter: 
The  dews  of  heaven  fall  thick  in  bleffings  on  her  ! 
Beieeching  him,  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding  ; 
(She  is  young,  and  of  a  noble  modeft  nature; 
I  hope  Ihe  will  deferve  well)  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mother's  fake,  that  lov'd  him, 
Heaven  knows  how  dearly.    My  next  poor  petition 
Is,  that  his  noble  grace  would  have  feme  pity 
Upon  m   wretched  women,  that  io  long 
Have  folio  v.  'd  both  my  fortunes  faithfully  : 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow, 
(x^nl  now  I  mould  not  lie)  but  will  deferve, 
For  virtue,  and  true  beauty  of  the  foul, 
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For  honefty,  and  decent  carriage, 

A  right  good  hufband  ;  let  him  be  a  noble  : 

And,  fure,  thofe  men  are  happy  that  mall  have  'em : 

The  laft  is  for  my  men  ; — the}  are  the  poorer!, 

But  poverty  could  never  drav,r  'em  from  me ; — 

That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  'em, 

And  fomething  over  to  remember  me  by  : 

If  neaven  had  pleas'd  to  have  given  me  longer  life, 

And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 

Tbefe  are  the  whole  contents : — And,  good  my  lord. 

By  that  you  love  the  dearell  in  this  world, 

As  you  wifh  chrillian  peace  to  fouls  departed, 

Stand  thefe  poor  people's  friend,  and  urge  the  king 

To  do  me  this  laft  rig  it. 

Cap.  By  heaven,  1  will ; 
Or  let  me  iofe  the  fathion  of  a  man ! 

Kath.  I  thank  you,  honell  lord.     Remember  me 
In  all  humility  unto  his  higKnefs ; 
Say,  his  long  trouble  now  is  pafiing 
Out  of  t  is  s  orld  :  tell  him,  in  death  I  bleft  him, 
For  fo  i  will. — Mine  eyes  gro    dim.  -  Farewell, 

My  lord. — GrLfith,  farewell.  Nav,  Patience, 

You  mull;  not  leave  me  yet. — I  mull  to  bed  ; 

Call  in  more  women  — Wiien  1  am  dead,  good  wench. 

Let  me  be  us'd  with  honour  ;  ftrew  me  over 

With  maiden  flow  ers,  that  all  the  world  may  know 

I  was  a  chafte  wife  to  my  gr:ive  ;  embalm  me, 

Then  lay  me  forth:  although  unqueen'd,  yet  like 

A  queen,  and  daughter  to  a  king,  interr  me. 

I  can  no  more.   [Exeunt,  leading  Katharine. 

 ^»j«F«»&rrorww   

A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E  L 

Some  Part  of  the  Palace, 
Enter  Gardiner,  Bijbep  of  bVinchefter,  a  Page  ivith  a 

Torch  before  him,    met  by  Mr  Thomas  L„<veL 
Card.  |  Ps  one  a'ciock,  boy,  is'tnot? 
X    Boy.  It  hath  It  ruck. 
Card,  rhefc  mould  be  uours  for  necefiities, 
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Not  for  delights ;  times  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repofe,  and  not  for  us, 

To  wafte  thefe  times.  Good  hour  of  night,  Sir 

Thomas ! 
Whither  fo  late  ? 

Lou.  Came  you  from  the  king,  my  lord  ? 

Gard.  I  did,  Sir  Thomas ;  and  left  him  atprimero 
With  the  duke  of  Suffolk. 

Lou.  I  mufl  to  him  too, 
Before  he  go  to  bed.    I'll  take  my  leave. 

Gard.  Not  yet,  Sir  Thomas  Lovel.    What's  the 
matter? 

It  feems,  you  are  in  hafle  :  an  if  there  be 

No  great  offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  friend 

Some  touch  of  your  late  bufinefs :  Affairs,  that  walk 

(As,  they  fay,  fpirits  do)  at  midnight,  have 

In  them  a  wilder  nature,  than  the  bufinefs 

That  feeks  difpatch  by  day. 

Lou.  My  lord,  I  love  you , 
And  durit  commend  a  fecret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  work.  The  queen's  in  labour, 
They  fay,  in  great  extremity  ;  and  fear'd, 
She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

Gard.  The  fruit  me  goes  with, 
I  pray  for  heartily  ;  that  it  may  find 
Good  time,  and  live  ;  but  for  the  flock,  Sir  Thomas^ 
I  wifh  it  grubb'd  up  now. 

Lou.  Methinks,  J  could 
Cry  the  Amen  ;  and  yet  my  confeience  fays 
She's  a  good  creature,  and,  fweet  lady,  does 
Deferve  our  better  wimes. 

Gard.  But,  fir,  fir,  

Hear  me,  Sir  Thomas :  You  are  a  gentleman 
Of  mine  own  way  ;  I  know  you  wife,  religious  ; 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well, — 
'Twill  not,  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  take 't  of  me, — 
Till  Cranmer,  Cromwell,  her  two  hands,  and  ihe, 
Sleep  in  their  graves. 

Lou.  Now,  fir,  you  fpeak  of  two 
The  molt  remarked  i;  the  kingdom .  As  for  Cromwell, — 
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Eefide  that  of  the  jewel-houfe,  he's  made  matter 
O'  the  rolls,  and  the  king's  fecretary  ;  further,  fir, 
Stands  in  the  gape  and  trade  of  more  preferments, 
Witn  which  the  time  wiH  load  him :  The  archbihhop 
Is  the  king's  hand,  and  tongue  ;  And  who  dare  fpeak 
One  fyllable  againft  him  ? 

Guard,  Yes,  yes,  Sir  Thomas, 
There  are  that  dare  ;  and  I  myfelf  have  ventur'd 
To  fpeak  my  mind  of  him:  and,  indeed,  this  dayv 
Sir,  (I  may  tell  it  you)  I  think,  I  nave 
Incens'd  the  lords  o'  the  council,  that  he  is 
(For  fo  1  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is) 
A  molt  arch  heretic,  a  peRilence 
That  does  infect  the  land  :  with  which  they  mov'd, 
Have  broken  with  the  king ;  who  hath  fo  far 
Given  ear  to  our  complaint,  (of  his  grett  grace 
And  princely  care  ;  forefeeing  thole  fell  mifchiefs 
Our  realbns  laid  before  him  (he  hath  commanded, 
To-morrow  morning  to  the  council-board 
He  be  convented.    He's  a  rank  weed,  Sir  Thomas, 
And  we  murr,  root  him  out.    From  your  affairs 
1  hinder  you  too  long :  good-night,  Sir  Thomas. 

Lo<v.  Many  good  nights,  my  lord  ;   I  reft  your 
fervant.  [Exeunt  Gardiner  and  Page. 

As  Louel  is  going  out,  enter  the  King,  and  the  Duke 
of  Suffolk. 

King.  Charles,  I  will  play  no  more  to-night; 
My  mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 

Suf.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 

King.  But  little,  Charles ; 
Nor,  mall  not,  when  my  fancy's  oa  my  play  — 
Now,  Lovel,  from  the  queen  whit  is  the  news  ? 

L?v.  I  could  not  perfonally  deliver  to  her 
what  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
I  fent  your  rael&ge  ;  who  return'd  her  thanks 
In  the  greateit  humblenefs,  and  defired  your  highnefs 
Moll  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King.  What  fiy'lt  thou?  ha! 
To  pray  for  her  !  what,  -is  (he  crying  out  ? 
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hov.  So  faid  her  woman;  and  that  her  fufferancemade 
Almoll  each  pang  a  death. 
King.  Alas,  good  lady ! 
Suf.  God  fafcly  quit  her  of  her  burden,  and 
With  gentle  travail,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  highnefs  with  an  heir  ! 

King.  'Tis  midnight,  Charles, 
Pr'ythee,  to  bed ;  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
The  eftate  of  my  poor  queen.    Leave  me  alone  ; 
For  I  murl  think  of  that,  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suf.  I  wifh  your  highnefs 
A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  miftrefs  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 

King.  Charles,  good  night. —  [Exit  Suffolk. 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 
Well,  fir,  what  follows  ? 

Denny.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  lord  the  archbifhop, 
As  you  commanded  me. 
King.  Ha  !  Canterbury  ? 
Denny.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 
King.  'Tis  true  :  Where  is  he,  Denny  ? 
Denny.  He  attends  your  highnefs'  pleafure. 
King.  Bring  him  to  us.  [Exit  Denny, 

hov.  This  is  about  that  which  the  bimop  fpake  ; 
I  am  happily  come  hither.  [Afide. 
Re-enter  Denny ,  *wiih  Cranmer. 
King.  Avoid  the  gallery.  [hovel jeemeth  to  flay. 
Ha! — I  have  faid. — Be  gone. 

What  I —  [Exeunt  hovel,  and  Denny. 

Cran.  I  am  fearful : — Wherefore  frowns  he  thus  ? 
'Tis  his  afpeft  of  terror.    All's  not  well. 

King.  How  now.,  my  lord?  You  do  defire  to  know 
Wherefore  I  fent  for  you. 

Cran.  It  is  my  duty, 
To  attend  your  highnefs'  pleafure. 

King.  Pray  you,  arife, 
My  good  and  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury. 
Come,  you  and  1  mult  walk  a  turn  together ; 
lhavenews  totellyou:  Come,  come,  give  me  yourhand, 
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Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  fpeak, 
And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  follows : 
I  have,  and  moll:  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  fay,  my  lord, 
Grievous  complaints  of  you ;  which,  being  confider'd, 
Have  mov'd  us  and  our  council,  that  you  mall 
This  morning  come  before  us ;  where,  I  know, 
You  cannot  with  fuch  freedom  purge  yourfelf, 
But  that,  till  further  trial,  in  thofe  charges 
Which  will  require  your  anfvver,  you  muft  take 
Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  houfe  our  Tower:  You  a  brother  of  us, 
It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  elfe  no  witnefs 
Would  come  againft  you. 

Cran.  I  humbly  thank  your  highnefs ; 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occafion 
Moil  thoroughly  to  be  winnow'd,  where  my  chaff 
And  corn  fhall  fly  afunder :  for,  I  know, 
There's  none  ftands  under  more  calumnious  tongue's, 
Than  I  myfelf,  poor  man. 

King,  Stand  up  good  Canterbury; 
Thy  truth,  and  thy  integrity,  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  friend:  Give  me  thy  hand,  ftand  up; 
Pr'ythee,  let's  walk.    Now,  by  my  holy  dame, 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ?  My  lord,  I  look'd 
You  Avould  have  given  me  your  petition,  that 
I  mould  have  ta'en  fome  pains  to  bring  together 
Yourfelf  and  your  accufer's ;  and  to  have  heard  you 
Without  indurance,  further. 

Cran.  Moll  dread  liege, 
The  good  I  Hand  on  is  my  truth  and  honefty  ; 
If  they  mall  fail,  I,  with  mine  enemies, 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  perfon  !  which  I  weigh  not, 
Being  of  thofe  virtues  vacant.    1  fear  nothing 
What  can  be  laid  againft  me. 

King,  Know  you  not 
How  your  ftate  ftands  i'  the  world,  with  the  whole 
world  ? 

Your  enemies  are  many,  and  not  final! ;  their  practices 
InIu'I  bear  the  fame  proportion  :  and  not  ever 
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The  juttice  and  the  truth  o'  the  quefdon  carries 
The  due  o'  the  verdict  wi  th  it :  At  what  eafe 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
To  fwear  againft  you  ?  fuch  things  have  been  done. 
You  are  potently  oppos'd  ;  and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  great  fize.    Ween  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean  in  perjur'd  witnefs,  than  your  Matter, 
Whofe  minitter  you  are,  whiles  here  he  liv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  earth  ?  Go  to,  go  to  ; 
You  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger, 
And  woo  your  own  deftruclion. 

Cran.  God,  and  your  majettv, 
Protect  mine  innocence,  or  I  fall  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me  ! 

King.  Be  of  good  cheer  ; 
They  mall  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  way  to. 
Keep  comfort  to  you  ;  and  this  morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them  ;  if  they  mall  chance, 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you. 
The  bett  perfuafions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  ufe,  and  with  what  vehemency 
The  occafion  mall  inftrudl  you  :  if  entreaties 
Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  ring 
Deliver  thein,  and  your  appeal  to  us 

There  make  before  them.  Look,  the  good  man 

weeps ! 

He's honett,  on  mine  honour.    God's  bleft  mother! 
I  fw ear,  he  is  true-hearted  ;  and  a  foul 
None  better  in  my  kingdom.    Get  you  gone, 
And  do  as  I  have  bid  you. — He  has  ftrangled 
His  language  in  his  tears  [Exit  Cranmer. 

Enter  an  Old  Lady. 
Gen.  \Within.~\  Comeback;  what  mean  you  ? 
Lady.  I'll  not  come  back  ?  the  tidings  that' I  bring 
Will  make  my  boldnefs  manners. — Now,  goodangels 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  made  thy  perfon 
Under  their  blefTed  wings  ! 

King.  Now,  by  thy  looks 
I  guefs  thy  meffage.  '  Is  the  que  en  defiver'd  ? 
Vol.  VI.  H 
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Say  j  ay;  and  of  a  boy. 

Lady.  Ay,  ay,  my  liege  ; 
And  of  a  lovely  boy  :  The  God  of  heaven 
Both  now  and  ever  blefs  her  ! — 'tis  a  girl, 
Promifes  boys  hereafter.    Sir,  your  queen 
Delires  your  viination,  and  to.  be 
Acquainted  with  this  flranger  ;  'tis  as  like  you, 
As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 

King.  Level, — 

Enter  Level. 

JLov.  Sir. 

King.  Give  her  an  hundred  marks,  I'll  to  the 
queen.  [Exit  King. 

Lady.  An  hundred  marks  !  by  this  light,  I'll  have 
more. 

An  ordinary  groom  is  for  fitch  payment. 
I  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  this  the  girl  was  like  to  him  ? 
I  will  have  more,  or  elfe  unfay't ;  and  now, 
While  it  is  hot,  I'll  put  it  to  the  iffue.  [Exeunt, 

S    C    E    N    E  II. 

Before  the  Council  Chamber. 
Cranmer,  Servants,  Door-keeper,  &c.  attending. 
Cran.  i  hope  I  am  not  too  late ;  and  yet  the  gen- 
tleman, 

That  was  fent  to  me  from  the  council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  hafte.    All  faft?  what  means  this? 
— Hoa ! 

Who  waits  there  ? — Sure,  you  know  me  ? 

D,  Keep.  Yes,  my  lord  ; 
But  yet  1  cannot  help  you. 

Cran.  Why? 

D.  Keep.  Your  grace  muft  wait,  till  you  bewailed  for. 

Enter  Dorter  Butts. 

(Iran.  So. — 

Butts.  Th is  is  a  piece  of  malice.    I  am  glad, 
(  came  this  way  fo  happily  :  The  king 
Sh  ill  underlland  it  prefently.  [Exit  Butts. 

Cran,  \Jj(d4."\  3  l  is  Butts, 
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The  king's  phyfician  :  as  he  paft  along, 
How  earnellly  he  caft  his  eyes  upon  me  ! 
Pray  heaven  he  found  net  my  disgrace  !  for  certain, 
This  is  of  purpofe  lay'd,  by  fome  that  hate  me, 
(God  turn  their  hearts  !  I  never  fotfght  their  malice) 
To  quench  mine  honour:  they  would  fume  to  make 
me 

Waitelfe  at  door  ;  a  fellow  counfellor, 

Among  boy  s ,  grooms ,  and  lac k  ey ' s .  8  ut  the i  r  pleafure s 

Moft  befu'lliU'd,  and  I  attend  with  patience. 

E  flier  the  King,  and  Butts,*  ai  a  wferfokv  above. 

Butts.  Pli  mow  your  grace  the  flrangeft  fight*— 

King.    What's  that,  Butts? 

Butts.  I  think,  your  highnefs  few  this  many  a  day. 

King.  Body  o'  me,  where  is  it  ? 

Butts.  There,  my  lord: 
The  high  promotion  of  his  grace  of  Canterbury; 
Who  holds  his  mate  at  door,  'mcngft  purfuivants, 
Pages,  and  foot-boys. 

King.  Ha!  'Tishe,  indeed: 
Is  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another  ? 
'Tis  well,  there's  one  above  'em  yet.  I  had  thought, 
They  had  parted  fo  much  honefty  among  'em, 
(At  leaft,  good  manners)  as  not  thus  to  fufFer 
A  man  of  his  place,  and  fo  near  our  favour, 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  lordfhips'  pleafures, 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  poll  with  packets. 
By  holy  Mary,  Butts,  there's  knavery  : 
Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe  ; 
We  {hall  hear  more  anon. — 

Enter  the  Lord  Chancellor ,  places  himfelf  at  the  upper 
end  of  the  table  on  the  left  hand ;   a  feat  being  left 
void  above  hi?n,  as  for  the  Archbifiop  of  Canterbury \ 
Duke  of  Suffolk,  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Surrey,  Lord  Cham- 
berlain, and  Gardiner,  feat  themfelves  i:i  order  cn 
each  fide,  Crcmzvell  at  the  lower  end,  as  Secretary. 
Chan.  Speak  to  the  buunefs,    mailer  Secretary  : 
Why  are  we  met  in  council  ? 
Crom.  Pleafe  your  honours, 
i  The  chief  caufe  concerns  his  grace  of  Canterbury .  • 
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Card.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it  ? 
Cmw.  Yes. 

Nor.  Who  waits  there  ? 

D.  Keep.  Without,  my  noble  lords  ? 

Card.  Yes. 

D.  Keep.  My  lord  archbifhop  ; 
And  lias  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  pleafures. 

Chan,  Let  him  come  in. 

D.  Keep.  Your  grace  may  enter  ndw. 

\Cranmer  approaches  the  council  table. 

Chan.  My  good  lord  archbifhop,  I  am  very  forry 
To  fit  heie  at  this  prefent,  and  behold 
That  chair  ftand  empty  :  But  we  all  are  men, 
In  our  own  natures  fraii ;  and  capable 
Of  our  flsfti,  few  are  angels :  out  of  which  frailty, 
And  want  of  wifdom,  you,  that  bell  mould  teach  us, 
Have  mifdemean'd  yourfelf,  and  not  a  little, 
Toward  the  king  firft,  then  his  laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching,  and  your  chap- 
lains', 

(For  fo  we  are  inform'd)  with  new  opinions, 
Diver?,  and  dangerous  ;  which  are  herefies, 
And  not  reformed,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Card.  Which  reformation  mud  be  fudden  too, 
My  noble  lords :  for  thofe,  that  tame  wild  horfes, 
Pace  ;cm  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'em  gentle  ; 
But  Hop  their  mouths  with  Itubborn  bits,  and  fpur  'em, 
Till  tliey  obey  the  manage.    If  we  fuff er 
(Out  of  our  eannefs,  and  childiih  pity 
To  one  man's  honour)  this  contagious  ficknefs, 
Farewell  ail  phyfic  :  And  what  follows  then  ? 
Commotions,  uproars,  with  a  general  taint 
Of  the  whole  Hate  :  as,  of  late  days,  our  neighbours, 
The  upper  Germany,  can  dearly  witnefs, 
Yet  freihly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Cran,  My  good  lords,  hitherto,  in  all  the  progrefs 
Both  of  my  life  and  office,  I  have  labour'd, 
And  with  no  little  ftudy,  that  my  teaching, 
And  the  ftrong  coiirfe  of  my  authority, 
Might  go  one  w  ay,  and  fafely  ;  and  the  end 
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Was  ever,  to  do  well :  nor  is  there  living 

(I  fpeak  it  with  a  (ingle  heart,  my  lords) 

A  man,  that  more  detelts,  more  ftirs  againft, 

Both  in  his  private  confcience,  and  his  place, 

Defacers  of  a  public  peace,  than  I  do. 

Pray  heaven,  the  king  may  never  find  a  heart 

With  lefs  allegiance  in  it !  Men,  that  make 

Envy,  and  crooked  malice,  nourimment, 

Dare  bite  the  belt.    I  do  befeech  your  lordfhips. 

That  in  this  caufe  of  juflice,  my  accufers, 

Be  what  they  will,  may  fland  forth  face  to  face, 

And  freely  urge  againft  me. 

Suf.  Nay,  my  lord, 
That  cannot  be  ;  you  are  a  counsellor, 
And,  by  that  virtue,  no  man  dare  accufe  you. 

Gard.  My  lord,  becaufe  we  have  buhnefs  of  more 
moment, 

We  will  be  fhortwith  ycu.    JTis  his  highnefs'  plea- 
fare, 

And  our  content,  for  better  trial  of  you, 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower 
Where,  being  b;t  a  private  man  again, 
You  mail  know  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly, 
More  than.  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

Cran.  Ah,  my  good  lord  of  WincheHer,  I  thank ; 
you, 

You  are  always  my  good  friend  ;  if  you  will  pafs,, 

I  mail  both  find  your  lorafhip  judge  and  juror> 

You  are  fo  merciful :  I  fee  your  end, 

'Tis  my  undoing :  Love,  and  meeknefs,  lord,, 

Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambition ; 

Win  fcraying  fouls  with  mo&efty  again, 

Caft  none  away.    That  I  fhall  clear  myfelf, 

Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience, 

I  make  as  litte  doubt,  as  you  do  confcience 

in  doing  daily  wrongs.    I  could  fay  more, 

But  reverence  to  your  calling  makes  me  modeih 

Gard.  My  lord,  my  lord,  you  are  a  feclary, 
That's  the  plain  truth ;  your  painted  glofs  discovers  =, 
H  2 
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To  men  that  underHand  you,  words  and  weak nefs. 

Crom.  My  lord  of  Winchefler,  you  area  little, 
By  your  good  favour,  too  fharp ;  men  fo  noble, 
However  faulty,  yet  mould  find  refpecl 
For  what  they  have  been  :  'tis  a  cruelty, 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Gard.  Good  mailer  Secretary, 
I  cry  your  honour  mercy  ;  you  may,  worft 
Of  all  this  table,  fay  fo. 

Crcm.  Why,  my  lord?  s 

Gard,  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  favourer 
Of  this  new  feci  ?  ye  are  not  found. 

Crom.  Not  found  ? 

Gard,  Not  found,  I  fay. 

Crom.  'Would  you  were  half  fo  honerr. ! 
Men's  prayers  then  w  ould  feek  you,  not  their  fears. 

Gard,  1  fnall  remember  this  bold  language. 

Crom,  Do : 
Remember  your  bold  life  too. 

Cham.  This  is  too  much; 
Forbear,  for  fhame,  my  lords. 

Gard,  I  have  done. 

Crom.  And  I. 

Cham.  Then  thus  for  you,  my  lord, — It  Hands 
agreed, 

I  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  convey 'd  to  the  Tower  a  prifoner; 
There  to  remain,  till  the  king's  further  pleafure 
Be  known  unto  us  :  Are  you  all  agreed,  lords  ? 
All.  We  are. 

Cran,  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy, 
But  I  mull  needs  to  the  Tower,  my  lords  ? 

Gard.  What  other 
Would  you  expeft  .?  You  are  firangely  troublefome  : 
Let  fome  o'  the  guard  be  ready  there. 

Enter  Guard. 

Cran.  For  me  ? 
Mttft  I  go  like  a  traitor  thkher  ? 

Gard.  Receive  him, 
\nd  fee  him  fafe  i'  the  Tower. 
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Cran.  Stay,  good  my  lords, 
I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.    Look  there,  my  lords ; 
By  virtue  of  that  ring,  I  take  my  caufe 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  moll  noble  judge,  the  king  my  matter. 

Cham.  This  is  the  king's  ring. 

Sur,  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 

Suf.    'Tis  the  right  ring,  by  heaven  :  I  told  ye  all, 
When  we  fir  ft  put  this  dangerous  ftone  a-rolling, 
'Twould  fall  upon  ourfelves. 

Nor.  Do  you  think,  my  lords, 
The  king  will  fuffer  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd  ? 

Cham.  'Tis  now  too  certain  : 
How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him  ? 
'Would  I  were  fairly  out  on  't, 

Crom.  My  mind  gave  me, 
Infeeking  tales,  and  informations, 
Againft  this  man,  (whofe  honeity  the  devil 
And  his  difciples  only  envy  at) 
Ye  blew  the  fire  that  burns  ye  :  Now  have  atye. 
Enter  King,  frowning  on  them  ;  takes  his  feat, 

Gard.  Dread  fovereign,  how  much  are  we  bound 
to  heaven 

In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  fuch  a  prince ; 
Not  only  good  and  wife,  but  moil  religious  : 
One  that,  in  all  obedience,  makes  the  church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honour;  and,  to  ftrengthen 
That  holy  duty,  out  of  dear  refpecl, 
His  royal  felf  in  judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  caufe  betwixt  her  and  this  great  offender. 

King.  You  were  ever  good  at  fudden  commendations, 
Bifhop  of  Winchefter.    But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  fuch  flatteries  now,  and  in  my  prefence  ; 
They  are  too  thin  and  bafe  to  hide  offences. 
To  me  you  cannot  reach  :  You  play  the  fpaniel, 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win  me  ; 
But,  whatfoe'er  thou  tak'ft  me  for,  I  am  fure, 
Thou  haft  a  cruel  nature,  and  a  bloody, — ■ 
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Good  nan,  fit  down.    Now  let  me  fee  the  proudeft 

He,  that  dares  mofi,  but  wag  his  fnger  at  thee  : 

By  all  that's  holv,  he  had  better  ftarve. 

Than  but  once  think  this  place  becomes  thee  not, 

Sur,  May  it  pleafe  your  grace, — 

King.  No,  fir,  it  does  not  pleafe  me, 
I  had  thought,  I  had  men  of  fome  unierftanding 
And  wifdcm,  of  my  council ;  but  1  fnd  none. 
Was  it  cifcretie-n.  lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man,  Qfr*  of  you  defcrve  that  title) 
This  honefl  man,  wait  like  a  lov.  fy  foot-boy 
At  chamber  door  ?  and  one  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
Why,  what  a  Hiame  was  this  f  Did  my  comrniihon 
Bid  ye  fo  far  forget  yourftlyes  ?  I  gave  ye 
Po"  e:*  as  he  was  a  counfellor  to  try  nim, 
Not  as  a  groom  :  There's  feme  of  ye,  I  fee, 
More  out  of  malice  than  integrity, 
Would  try  him  to  the  ufmoft,  had  ye  mean  ; 
What  ye  lhall  never  have,  while  1  live. 

Chan.  Thus  far, 
My  moft  dread  fovereign,  may  it  like  your  grace 
To  let  my  tongue  excuie  alii    What  \.  as  purpocfd 
Concerning  his  imprifonment,  was  rather 
(If  there  be  faith  in  men)  meant  for  his  trial, 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  w  orid,  than  malice ; 
I  am  fure,  in  mc. 

King.  Well,  well,  my  loids,  refpeft  him  ; 
Take  him,  and  ufe  him  well,  he's  worthy  of  i:. 
I  will  fay  thus  much  for  him,  If  a  prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  fubject,  I 
Am,  for  his  love  and  fervice,  fo  to  him, 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him  ; 
Be  friends,  for  fhame,  my  lords. — My  lord  of  Car,., 
terbury, 

J  have  a  fuit  which  you  mud  not  deny  me  : 

There  is  a  fair  young  maid,  that  yet  wants  baptifm  : 

You  muft  be  godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her. 

Cran.  The  greateft  monarch  now  alive  may  glory- 
In  fuch  an  honour  :  How  may  1  deferve  it, 
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That  am  a  poor  and  humble  fubjec~l  to  you  ? 

King.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  you'd  fpare  your 
fpoons :  you  fhall  have 
Two  noble  partners  with  you  :  the  old  duchefsofNor- 
folk, 

And  lady  marquis  Dorfet :  Will  thefe  pleafe  you  ? — 
Once  more,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  I  charge  you, 
[Embrace,  and  love  this  man. 

Gard.  With  a  true  heart, 
I  And  brother's  love,  I  do  it. 

Cran.  And  let  heaven 
Witnefs  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation. 

King,  Good  man,  thofe  joyful  tears  fnew  thy  true 
heart. 

The  common  voice,  I  fee,  is  verify'd 

Of  thee,  w  hich  fays  thus,  Do  my  lord  of  Canterbury 

A  jhre<u:d  turn,  and  he  is  your  friend for  ever. — 

Come,  lords,  we  trifle  time  away  ;  I  long 

To  have  this  young  one  made  a  chriftian. 

As  I  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain  ; 

So  I  grow  ftronger,  you  more  honour  gain.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  Palace  Yard. 
Noife  and  tumult  within  :  Enter  Porter,  and  his  man. 

Port.  Y ou'U  leave  your  noife  anon,  ye  rafcals : 
Do  you  take  the  court  for  Paris-garden  ?  ye  rude  Haves, 
leave  your  gaping. 

Within.  Good  mailer  porter,  I  belong  to  the  larder. 

Port.  Belong  to  the  gallows,  and  be  hang'd,  you 
rogue.  Is  this  a  place  to  roar  in  ? — Fetch  me  a  dozen 
crab-tree  ftaves,  and  Urong  ones  ;  thefe  are  but 
Switches  to  'em. — I'll  fcratch  your  heads  :  You  muft 
be  feeing  chriftenings  ?  Do  you  look  for  ale  and 
cakes  here,  you  rude  rafcals  r 

Man.  Pray,  fir,  be  patient;  'tis  as  much  impoflible 
(Unlefs  we  fweep  them  from  the  door  with  cannons) 
To  Scatter  'em,  as  'tis  to  make  'em  fleep 
On  May-day  morning  ;  which  will  never  be  : 
We  may  as  well  pufti  againft  Paul's,  as  ftir  'em. 
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Port.  Ho'y  got  they  in,  and  be  hangM  ? 

Man.  Alas,  I  know  not :   How  gets  the  tide  in  ? 
As  much  as  one  found  cudgel  of  four  foot 
(You fee  the  poor  remainder)  could  diflribute, 
1  made  no  fpare,  fir. 

Port.  You  did  nothing,  fir. 

Man.  I  am  not  Sampfon,  nor  Sir  Gtfv,  nor  Col- 
brand,  to  mow  'em  down  before  me  :  but,  i  f  1  fpar'd 
any,  that  had  a  head  to  hit,  either  N-oung  or  old, 
he  or  me,  cuckold  or  cuckold-maker,  let  me  never 
hope  to  fee  a  chine  again ;  and  that  I  would  not  f  r 
a  cow,  God  fave  her. 

IVithin,  Do  you  hear,  matter  Porter? 

Pert.  I  mall  be  with  you  prefently,  good  matter 
puppy. — Keep  the  door  clofe,  firrah. 

Man.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Port.  What  mould  you  do,  but  knock  'em  down 
by  the  dozens?  Is  this  Morenelds  to  mutter  in?  or 
have  we  fome  ftrange  Indian  with  the  great  tool 
come  to  court,  the  women  fo  befieoe  us?  what  a  cry 
of  fornication  is  at  door!  O'  my  chrittian  confeience, 
this  one  chrittening  will  beget  a  thonfand  :  here  will 
be  father,  god -father,  and  all  together. 

Man.  The  (poors  will  be  the  bigger,  fir.  There 
is  a  fellow  fome  what  near  the  door,  he 'mould  be  a 
brafier  by  his  face,  for,  o'  my  confeience,  twenty 
of  the  dog-days  now  reign  in's  roie  :  al!  that  ttand 
about  him  sre  under  t  le  line,  they  need  no  other 
pcnrr.nce  :  that  fire-drake  did  1  hit  three  times  on 
the  head,  and  three  times  was  his  nofe  difcharg'd 
againtt  me;  he  ttands  there  like  a  mortar  piece,  to 
blow  t;c.  There  was  a  haberdafher's  w  ife  of  fmall 
wit  near  him,  that  rail'd  upon  mc  till  her  pink'd 
porringer  fell  of  her  head,  for  kindling  fuch  a  com- 
buttion  in  the  lbte.  1  mi.'Vd  the  meteoj  once,  and 
hit  that  woman',  who  crv'd  out,  dub.  !  when  1  might 
fee  from  far  fome  forty  trunchioneers  draw  to  her 
fuccour,  which  were  the  hops  of  the  ffcrand,  where 
(he  Wfas  quutcr'd.  They  fell  on  ;  i  made  good  my 
place;  at  length  they  came  to  the  broomftaff  wkh 
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me  ;  I  defy'd  'em  £1  ill ;  when  fuddenjy  a  file  of  boys 
behind  'em,  lcofe  mot,  deli  er'd  fuch  a  fnov.  er  of 
pebbles,  that  I  was  fain  to  drav/  mine  honour  in, 
and  let 'em  win  the  v.  Oi  k :  The  devil  was  amonglt 
'em,  I  t;- ink  furcly. 

Pert,  Tliefe  are  -]\z  youths  that  thunder  at  a  play- 
houie,  and  fight  fqr  bitten  apples  ;  that  no  audience, 
.but  (he  tribulation  of  Tower-hill,  or  the  limbs  of 
Limehoufe,  their  dear  brothers,  are  able  to  endure. 
I  haN  e  fome  of  'em  in  Limbo  Patrum,  and  there  they 
are  like  to  dance  rhefe  three  days  ;  befides  the  run- 
ning banquet  of  two  beadles,  that  is  to  come. 
Enter  the  Lcrd  Chamberlain, 

Cham,  Mercy  o'  rue  what  a  multitude  are  here  ! 
They  grow  ftill  too,  from  all  parts  they  are  comings 
As  if  we  kept  a  fair  !  vVhere  are  thefe  porters, 
Thefe  lazy  knaves  ? — Ye  have  made  a  fine  hand,  fel- 
lows. 

There's  a  trim  rabble  let  in  :  Are  all  thefe 
Your  faithful  friends  o'  the  fuburbs  ?   We  mall  have 
Great  flore  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  ladies,, 
When  they  pafs  back  from  the  chriftening. 

Pert,  Pleafe  your  honour, 
We  are  but  men  ;  and  what  fo  many  may  do. 
Not  being  torn  a-pieces,  we  have  done  : 
An  army  cannot  rule  'em. 

Cham,  As  I  live, 
If  the  king  blame  me  for't,  I'll  lay  ye  all 
By  the  heels,  and  fuddenly ;  and  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  fines,  for  neglect:  You  are  lazy  knaves, 
And  here  ye  lie  baiting  of  bumbards,  when 
Ye  mould  do  fervice.    Hark,  the  trumpets  found  : 
They  are  come  already  from  the  chriitening : 
Go,  break  among  the  prefs,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pafs  fairly  ;  or  I'll  find 
A  Marlhalfea,  mall  hold  you  play  thefe  two  months. 

Port,  Make  way  there  for  the  princefs. 

Man,  You  great  fellow,  ftand  clofe  up,  or  I'll 
make  your  head  ake, 
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Port.  You  i'  the  camblet,  get  up  o'  the  rail ;  I'lj 
peck  you  o'er  the  pales  elfe.  \  Exeunt 

SCENE  IV. 
The  Palace. 

Enter  Trumpets,  founding  ;  then  t-zvo  Aldermen,  Lord 
Mayor,  Garter,  Cranmer,  Duke  of  Norfolk  with  his 
MarJhalPs  faff,  Duke  of  Suffolk,  two  Noblemen, 
bearing  two  great  Jlanding  bowls  ft*\  the  chriftening 
gifts  ;  then  four  Noblemen  bearing  a  canopy,  under 
which  the  Duchefs  of  Norfolk,  godmother,  bearing 
the  child  richly  habited  in  a  mantle,  &c.  Train 
borne  by  a  Lady :  then  follow  the  Marchionefs  of 
Dorfet,  the  other  godmother,  and  Ladies.  2'he  troop 
pafs  once  about  the  Jlage,  and  Garter  fpeaks. 
Gar.  Heaven,  from  thy  endlefs  goodnefs,  fend 
profperous  life,  long,  and  ever  happy,  to  the  high 
and  mighty  princefs  of  England,  Elizabeth  ! 

Flourijh.     Enter  King  and  Train. 
Cran.  [Kneeling.]  And  to  your  royal  grace,  and 
the  good  queen, 
Tvly  noble  partners,  and  myfelf,  thus  pray  ; — 
All  comfort,  joy,  in  this  moft  gracious  lady, 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye  ! 

King.  Thank  you  good  lord  archbimop  : 
What  is  her  name  ? 
Cran.  Elizabeth. 

King.  Stand  up,  lord. —     [The  King  kiffes the  child. 
With  this  kifs  take  my  bletfing:  God  protecl  thee  ! 
Into  whofe  hand  I  give  thy  life. 

Cran.  Amen. 

King.  My  noble  gofllps,  ye  have  been  too  prodigal: 
I  thank  ye  heartily  ;  fo  lhall  this  lady, 
When  me  has  fo  much  Englifh. 

Cran.  Let  me  fpeak,  fir, 
For  heaven  now  bids  me  ;  and  the  words  I  utter 
Let  none  think  flattery,  for  they'll  find  'em  truth. 
This  royal  infant,  (heaven  ftill  move  about  her!) 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promifes 
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Upon  this  land  a  thoufand  thoufand  bleffmgs, 
Which  time  ihall  bring  to  ripenefs :  She  fnall  be 
(But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodnefs) 
A  pattern  to  all  princes  living  with  her, 
And  all  that  mall  fucceed :  Sheba  was  never 
More  covetous  of  wifdom,  and  fair  virtue, 
Than  this  pure  foul  fnall  be  :  all  princely  graces, 
That  mould  up  fuch  a  mighty  piece  as  this  is, 
With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good, 
Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her  :  truth  mall  nurfe  her, 
Holy  and  heavenly  thoughts  ftill  counfel  her: 
She  flia.II  be  lov'd,  and  fear'd:  Her  own  mall  biefs  her, 
Ker  foes  make  like  a  held  of  beaten  corn, 
And  hang  their  heads  with  forrow  :  Good  grows 
with  her  : 

In  her  days,  every  man  mall  eat  in  fafety, 
Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants ;  and  fmg 
The  merry  fongs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours : 
God  mall  be  truly  known :  and  thofe  about  her 
From  her  mail  read  the  perfect  way  of  honour, 
And  by  thofe  claim  their  greatnefs,  not  by  blood. 
[Nor  (hall  this  peace  fleep  with  her  :  But  as  when 
The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  phoenix, 
Her  afhes  new  create  another  heir, 
As  great  in  admiration  as  herfelf; 
So  mall  me  leave  her  bleffednefs  to  one, 
(When  heaven  mail  call  her  from  this  cloud  of  dark- 
nefs) 

Who,  from  the  facred  afhes  of  her  honour, 
Shall  fear-like  rile,  as  great  in  fame  as  me  was, 
And  fo  ftand  fix'd  !  Peace,  plenty,  love,  truth,  terror, 
That  were  the  fervants  to  this  chofen  infant, 
Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him  ; 
Wherever  the  bright  fun  of  heaven  fhall  mine, 
Kis  honour,  and  the  greatnefs  of  his  name 
Shall  be >  and  make  new  nations  :   He  mall  flourish, 
And  like  a  mountain  ..cedar,  reach  his  branches 
To  all  the  plains  about  him: — Our  children's  children 
Shall  fee 'this,  and  blefs  heaven. 
Vol.  VI.  I 
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King.  Thou  fpeak eft  wonders.] 

Craft.  She  fhall  be,  to  the  happinefs  of  England, 
An  aged  princefs ;  many  days  fhall  fee  her, 
And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 
Would  I  had  known  no  more  !  but  me  muft  die, 
She  mull,  the  faints  mud  have  her  ;  yet  a  virgin, 
A  molt,  unfpotted  lily  fhall  me  pafs 
To  the  ground,  and  all  the  world  mall  mourn  her. 

King.  O  lord  archbiihop, 
Thou  haft  made  me  now  a  man ;  never,  before 
This  happy  child,  did  I  get  any  thing  : 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  fo  pleas'd  me, 
That,  when  I  am  in  heaven,  I  fhall  defire 
To  fee  what  this  child  does,  and  praife  my  Maker.— 
I  thank  ye  all. — To  you,  my  good  lord  mayor, 
And  your  good  brethren,  I  am  much  beholden ; 
I  have  receiv'd  much  honour  by  your  prefence, 
And  ye  fhall  find  me  thankful.  Lead  the  way,  lords ; — 
Ye  muff,  all  fee  the  queen,  and  me  mull  thank  ye, 
She  will  be  fick  elfe.    This  day,  no  man  think 
He  has  bufinefs  at  his  houfe ;  for  all  fhall  flay, 
This  little  one  mail  make  it  holiday.  [Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE.* 

^HT  I  S  ten  to  one  this  play  can  never  pleafe 

All  that  arc  here :  Some  come  to  take  their  cafe-, 
And  llccp  an  act  or  two  ;  but  thofe,  we  fear, 
W  c  have  frghted  with  our  trumpets  ;  fo,  'tis  cv .-.«r, 
They'll  fay,  'tis  naught:  others,  to  hear  the  city 
Abus'd  extremely,  ami  to  cry, — that's  witty  • 
Which  we  have  not  done  neither  :  that,  I  fa  r, 
All  the  expected  i^ood  we  arc  like  to  hear 
¥or  this  play  at  mistime,  is  <,nlv  in 
The  merciful  conftruction  of  good  women} 
)>/  fuch  a  one  we  lhow'd  'cm:  if  they  fmile, 
And  fay,  'twill  do,  I  know,  within  a  while 
All  the  boft  men  arc  ours :  for,  'tis  ill  hap, 
If  they  hold,  when  their  ladies  bid  'cm  clap.  . 

*  Dr.  Jphnfon  is  of  opinion,  with  other  criti^  that  both  the 
Trologue  and  Epilogue  to  Henry  VIII.  were  written  !>y  Ben  John- 
f  Wl 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Caius  Marcius  Cariolanus,  a  noble  Roman. 
Titus  La-tins,  }Genmls      Inft  the  Volfcians. 
vjQtnintus,        3  ° 
Menenius  dgrippa,  Friend  to  Coriolanus. 

Sicinius  Felutu. 
"Junius  Brutus 


J'  j-Tribunes  of  the  People. 

Tulhis  Aufidiusy  General  of  the  Volfcians. 
Lieutenant  to  Auiidius. 
Young  Marcius,  Son  to  Coriolanus. 
Confpirators  with  Aufidius. 

Volumnia,  Mother  to  Coriolanus. 
Virgilia,  Wife  to  Coriolanus. 
Valeria,  Friend  to  Virgilia. 

Rcm:n  and  Voifcian  Senators,  ^Cdiles,  Liclors,  Sol- 
diers, Common  People,  Servants  to  Aufidius,  and 
ether  Attendants. 


The  Scene  is  partly  in  Rome ;  and  partly  in  the  Ter- 
ritories of  the  Volfcians  and  Annates. 
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ACT    I.       SCENE  I. 

A  Street  in  Rome. 
Enter  a  Company  of  mutinous   Citizens,   kxtith  ftaves^ 
clubs,  and  other  weapons. 
i  EFORE  we  proceed  any  further,  hear 

J3  me  fpeak. 
AIL  Speak,  fpeak. 

i  Cit.  You  are  refolv'd  rather  to  die.  than  to  famifh? 
AIL  Refolv'd,  refolv'd. 

i  Cit.  Firft,  you  know,  Caius  Mareius  is  chief 
enemy  to  the  people. 

AIL  We  know't,  we  know't. 

1  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him,  and  we'll  have  corn  at  our 
own  price.    Is't  a  verdict? 

AIL  No  more  talking  on't ;  let-it  be  done  :  away, 
away. 

2  Cit.  One  word,  good  citizens. 

1  Cit.  W e  are  accounted  poor  citizens ;  the  pa- 
tricians, good :  What  authority  forfeits  on,  would 
relieve  us :  If  they  would  yield  us  but  the  fuperftuity, 
while  it  were  wholefome,  we  might  guefs,  they  re- 
lieved us  humanely  :  but  they  think,  we  are  too  dear  : 
the  leannefs  that  affli&s  us,  the  object  of  our  mifery, 
is  as  an  inventory  to  particularize  their  abundance  ; 
our  fufFerance  is  a  gain  to  them. — Let  us  revenge  this 
with  our  pikes,  ere  we  become  rakes  ;  for  the  gods 
£now,  I  fpeak  this  in  hunger  for  bread,  not  in  thiril 
for  revenge. 

2  Cit.  Would  ycu  proceed  efpecially  againft  Cains 
Alar ci us ? 


All.  Agaiaft  him  finl;  he'*}  a  very  dog  to  the  com- 
monalty . 

2  Cit.  Consider  you  what  fervices  he  has  done  for 
bis  country  ? 

i  Cit.  Very  well ;  and  could  be  content  to  give 
him  good  report  fort,  but  that  he  pays  himself  with 
being  proud. 

All.  Nay,  but  fpeak  not  maliciouflv. 

i  Cit.  I  fay  unto  you,  what  he  hath  dene  famoufiy, 
]\z  did  it  to  that  end ;  though  foft-confeiene'd  men 
can  be  content  to  fay,  it  was  for  his  country,  he  did 
it  to  pleafe  his  mother,  and  to  be  partly  proud; 
which  he  \$  eveft  to  the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

z  Cit,  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you  ac- 
count a  vice  in  him  :  Y ou  mult  in  no  way  fay,  he  is 
covetous. 

l  Cit.  If  I  rnufi  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  ac- 
cufations;  he  hath  faults,  with  furplus,  to  tire  in 
repetition.  [Shuts  nmthinJ]  What  fhouts  are  thefe  ? 
The  ether  fide  the  city  is  rifen :  Why  Hay  we  prat- 
ing here  ?  to  the  Capitol. 

All.  Come,  come. 

i  Cit.  Soft ;  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Menem  us  Agrippa. 

z  Cit.  Worthy  Menenius  Agrippa  ;  one  that  hath 
always  lov'd  the  people. 

1  Cit.  He's  one  honeft  e.:cugh:  'Would,  all  the 

red  v.  ere  fo  ! 

\Mcn.  What  works,  my  countrymen,   in  hand? 
Where  go  you 
With  bats  and  clubs?  Thematter  ?  Speak,  I  pray  you. 

2  Cit.  Oar  bufinefs  is  not  unknown  to  the  fenate  ; 
they  have  had  inkling,  this  fortnight,  >vhat  we  in 
tend  to  do,  which  now  we'll  (hew  'cm  in  deeds. 
Thiy  fay,  poor  lukon  have  ftrong  breaths ;  they 
(hall  know,  we  have  ftrong  arms  too. 

Meh;  Why,  mailers  my  good  friends,  mine  Lone  ft 
neighbours. 
Will  ycu  undo  yourfelves  ? 
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2  Cit.  We  cannot,  fir,  we  are  undone  already. 
Men.  I  tell  you,  friends,  moll  charitable  care 
Have  the  patricians  cf  you.    For  your  wants, 
Your  luffering  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  reaves,  as  lift  them 
Againft  the  Roman  fbate  ;  whofe  courfe  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thoufand  curbs 
Of  more  ftroiig  link  afunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment :  For  the  dearth, 
The  gods,  not  the  patricians,  make  it ;  and 
Your  knees  to  them,  not  arms,  muft  help.  Alack,, 
You  are  tranfported  by  calamity 
Thither  where  more  attends  you  ;  and  you  flander 
The  helms  o'  the  ftate  who  care  for  you  like  fathers, 
When  you  curfe  them  as  enemies. 

2  Cit.  Care  for  us! — True,  indeed! — They  ne'er 
car'd  for  us  yet.  Suiter  us  tofamirh,  and  their  ilore- 
houfes  cram'd  with  grain ;  make  edicts  for  ufury, 
to  fupport  ufurers ;  repeal  daily  any  wholeforne  ac~l 
eftabliihed  againft  the  rich ;  and  provide  more  pierc- 
ing rlatutes  daily,  to  chain  up  and  reitrain  the  poor. 
If  the  wars  eat  us  not  up,  they  will ;  ^nd  there's  all 
the  love  they  bear  us. 

Men.  Either  you  mud 
Ccnfefs  ycurfelves  wondrous  malicious, 
Or  be  accus'd  of  felly.    I  mail  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale  ;  it  may  be  you  have  heard  it ; 
But,  fmce  it  ferves  my  purpofe,  I  will  venture 
To  leale't  a  little  more. 

2  Cit.  Well,  X' 11  hear  it,  fir;  yet  you  mufl  not 
think  to  fob  off  our  ail  grace  with  a  tale  :  but,  an't 
pleafe  you,  deliver. 

Ale/7,  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  body's  mem- 
bers 

Rebell'd  againA  the  belly  ;  thus  accus'd  it : — 
That  only  like  a  gulf  it  did  remain 
I'  the  midrl  o'  the  bodv,  idle  and  unacuve, 
Still  cupboarding  the  viand,  never  bearing 
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Like  labour  with  the  reft ;  where  the  other  mfrru- 
ments 

Did  fee,  and  hear,  devife,  inilrucl,  walk,  feel, 
And  mutually  participate,  did  miniiler 
Unto  the  appetite  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  body.    The  belly  aniwer'd, — 

2  Citm  Well,  fir,  whatanfwer  made  the  belly  ? 

Men.  Sir,  I  ftiail  tell  you. — With  a  kind  of  fmile,, 
Which  ne'er  came  frcm  the  lungs,  but  even  thus : 
(For,  look  ycu,  I  may  make  the  belly  fmile 
As  well  as  fpeak)  it  tauntingly  reply'd 
To  the  difcontented  members,  the  mutinous  parts 
That  envy'd  his  receipt ;  even  fo  moll  fitly 
As  you  malign  our  Senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  fuch  as  you. 

2  Cit.  Your  belly's  anfwer  :  What  ! 
The  kingly-crowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye, 
The  counsellor  heart,  the  arm  our  foidier, 
Our  Heed  the  leg,  the  tongue  cur  trumpeter, 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabric,  if  that  they  

Men.  What.then? — 
'Fore  me,  this  fellow  fpeaks ! — what  then  ?  what  then  ? 

2  Cit.  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  reltrain'd, 
Who  is  the  fink  o'  the  body, — 

Men.  Well,  what  then  ? 

2  Cit.  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  complain, 
What  could  the  belly aniwer? 

Men.  1  will  tell  you  ; 
If  you'll  bellow  a  fmall  (of  what  you  have  little) 
Patience,  a  while,  you'll  hear  the  belly's  anfvvcr.. 

2  Cit.  You  arc  long  about  it. 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friend; 
Your  moll  grave  belly  was  deliberate, 
Not  ram  like  his  accufers,  and  thus  aniwer'4: 
"  True  is  it,  my  incorporate  friends,  quoth  lie, 
94  That  I  receive  the  general  food  at  firft* 
"  Which  you  do  live  upon  ;  and  fit  it  is ; 
94  Becaufe  I  am  the  ftore-houfc,  and  the  Ihor 
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'  Of  the  whole  body  :  But,  if  you  do  remember, 
'  I  fend  it  through  the  rivers  of  your  blood, 
'  Even  to  the  court,  the  heart,  to  the  feat  o'  the  brain : 
'  And,  through  the  cranks  and  offices  of  man, 
f  The  ftro&geft  nerves,  and  fmall  inferior  veins, 
'  From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
'  Whereby  they  live:  And  though  that  all  at  once 
s  You,  my  good  friends," (this  fays  the  belly)  mark 
me, — 

2  Cit.  Ay,  fir;  well,  well. 

Men.  "  Though  all  at  once  cannot. 
f  See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each  ; 
6  Yet  I  can  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
'  From  me  do  back  receive  the  flour  of  all, 
'  And  leave  me  but  the  bran."  What  fay  you  to't  ? 

2  Cit.  It  was  an  anfwer :  How  apply  you  this  ? 

Men.  The  fenators  of  Rome  are  this  good  belly, 
^nd  you  the  mutinous  members :  For  examine 
rheir  counfels,  and  their  cares ;  digell  things  rightly, 
Pouching  the  weal  o'  the  common  ;  you  mall  find, 
No  public  benefit,  which  you  receive, 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes,  from  them  to  you, 
\nd  no  way  from  yourfelves : — What  do  you  think? 
ifou,  the  great  toe  of  this  affembly  ?  

2  Cit.  I  the  great  toe  ?  Why  the  great  toe  ? 

Men .  For  that,  being  one  o'  the  io  well,  bafefl,  pooreft^ 
Df  this  moll  wife  rebellion,  thou  go'il  foremoll : 
rhou  rafcal,  that  art  worll  in  blood,  to  run 
Lead'll  firll,  to  win  fome  vantage  — 
Bat  make  you  ready  your  Itiff  bats  and  clubs ; 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle, 

The  one  fide  mull  have  bale.  Hail,  noble  Marcius1 

Enter  Catus  Marcius* 

Mar.  Thanks. — What's  the  matter,  you  diffenti- 
ous  rogues, 

Th^t,  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion, 
Make  yourfelves  fcabs  r 

2  Cit.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 

Mar.  He  that  will  give  good  words  to  tkee,  wiM 
flatter 
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Beneath  abhorring. — What  would  have,  you  curs, 
That  like  nor  peace,  nor  war  ?  the  one  affrights  you, 
The  ether  makes  you  proud.    He  that  trufts  to  you, 
Where  he  fhould  find  you  lions,  finds  you  hares ; 
Where  foxes,  geefe  :  ^ou  are  no  furer,  no, 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice, 
Or  hailftone  in  the  fun.    Your  virtue  is, 
To  make  him  worthy,  whofe  offence  fubdues  hint, 
And  curfe  that  juftice  did  it.    Who  defervesgreatnefs,. 
Deferves  your  hate  :  and  your  affections  are 
A  lick  man's  appetite,  who  defires  molt  that 
Which  would  increafe  his  evil.    He  that  depends 
Upon  your  favours,  fwims  w  ith  fins  of  lead, 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rufhes.    Hang  ye?  Truft 
ye  ? 

With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind  ; 

And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate, 

Him  vile,  that  was  your  garland.  What's  the  matter, 

That  in  thefe  feveral  places  of  the  city 

You  cry  againfl:  the  noble  fenate,  who, 

Under  the  gods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  elfe 

Would  feed  on  one  another? — What's  their  feeking? 

Men.  For  corn  at  their  own  rates ;  whereof  they  fay, 
The  city  is  well  ftor'd. 

Mar.  Hang  'em  !  They  fay  ? 
They'll  fit  by  the  fire,  and  prefume  to  know 
What's  done  i'  the  Capitol :  who's  like  to  rife, 
Who  thrives,  and  who  declines :  fide  factions,  and 
give  out 

Conjectural  marriages  making  parties  ftrong, 
And  feebling  fuch  as  ltand  not  in  their  liking, 
Below  their  cobbled  (hoes.    They  fay  there's  grain, 
enough  ? 

Would  the  nobility  lay  afide  their  ruth, 
And  let  me  ufe  my  fword,  I'd  make  a  quarry 
With  thoufands  of  thefe  quarter'd  (laves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pitch  my  lance. 

Men.  Nay,  thefe  arealmofl  thoroughly  perfuaded; 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  difcretion, 
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Yet  are  they  pailing  cowardly.  But,  I  befeech  you, 
What  fays  the  other  troop  ? 

Mar.  They  are  diiTclv'd  :  Fang  'em  ! 
They  fay,  they  were  an-hungry;  figh'd  forth  proverbs; 
That  hunger  broke  ftorie  wails;  that  dogs  mull  eat; — 
That,  meat  was  made  for  mouths ;  that,  the  godsfent 
not 

Corn  for  the  rich  men  only : — With  theft:  jfhreds 
They  vented  their  complainings ;  which  being  an- 
fwer'd, 

And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  ftrange  one, 

(To  break  the  heart  of  gene rofity, 

And  make  bold  poM  er  look  pale)  they  threw  theircaps 

As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon. 

Shouting  their  emulation. 

Men.  What  is  granted  them  ? 

Mar.  Five  tribunes,  to  defend  their  vulgar  wif- 
doms, 

Of  their  own  choice  :  One's  Junius  Brutus, 

Sicinius  Velutus,  and  I  know  not  's  death  ! 

The  rabble  mould  have  firft  unrooPd  the  city, 
Ere  fo  prevaiPd  with  me  :  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 
For  insurrection's  arguing. 

Men.  This  is  flrange. 

Mar.  Go,  get  you  home,  ycu  fragments ! 
E?iter  a  Meffenger. 

Me/.  Where's  Caius  Marcius  ? 

Mar.  Here  :  What's  the  matter? 

Mef.  The  news  is,  fir,  the  Voices  are  in  arms. 

Mar.  1  am  glad  on't ;  then  we  mall  have  means 
to  vent 

Our  mufty  fuperfluity  : — See,  our  beft  elders. 
Enter  Cominius,  Titus  Lartius,   nmth  other  Senators  ; 
"Junius  Brutus,  and  Sicinius  Velutus. 
1  Sen.  Marcius,  'tis  true,  that  you  have  lately  told 
us; 

The  Voices  are  in  arms. 
Mar.  They  have  a  leader, 
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Tullus  Aundius,  that  will  put  you  to'r. 
I  fin  in  envying  his  nobility  : 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I  would  v\  ifh  me  only  he. 

Com.  You  have  fought  together. 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  bv  the  ears,  and 
he 

Upon  my  party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make^ 
Only  my  wars  with  him:  He  is  a  lien 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

i  Sen.  Then,  wonhy  Marcius, 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  thefe  wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  promife. 

Mar.  Sir,  it  is  ; 
And  I  am  conftant. — Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  fee  me  once  more  ftrike  at  Tullus'  fac*  : 
What,  art  thou  ftifrf  itand'it  out  ? 

lit.  No,  Caius  Marcius ; 
I'll  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  fight  with  the  other, 
Ere  flay  behind  this  bunnefs. 

Men.  O,  true  breed  ! 

i  Sen.  Your  company  to  the  Capitol  ;  where,  I 
know, 

Our  greateit  friends  attend  us. 

Tit.  Lead  you  on  : — 
Follow,  Cominius :  we  nmfi  follow  you  ; 
Right  worthy  your  priority. 

Com.  Noble  Lartius ! 

i  Sen.  Hence  !  To  ycur  homes,  be  gone.r 

[7?  the  Citizens. 

Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow : 
The  Voices  have  much  corn  ;  take  thefe  rats  thither. 
To  knaw  their  garners: — Worfhipful  mutineers, 
Your  valour  puti  well  forth:  pray,  follow. — 

£  Exeunt . 

Citizens  Jleal  aujay.  Manent  Sicinius,  and  Brutus 
Sic  Was  ever  man  fo  proud  as  is  this  Marcius  ? 
Mru,  He  has  no  equal. 

Sic.  When  we  w ere  chofen  tribunes  for  the  people,—- 
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Bru.  Mark'd  you  Iris  lip,  and  eyco  ? 
Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 

Bru.  Beingmov'd,hewill  notfparetogird  the  gods. 

Sic.  Be-mock  the  modeit  moon. 

Bru.  The  prefent  wars  dovour  him  !  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  fo  valiant. 

Sic.  Such  a  nature, 
Tickled  with  good  fuccefs,  difdains  the  fhadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon :  But  I  do  wonder, 
His  infolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

Bru,  Fame3  at  the  which  he  aims, — 
In  whom  already  he  is  well  grae'd, ; — cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attained,  than  by 
A  place  below  the  £ri\  :  for  what  mifcarries 
Shall  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perform 
To  the  utmofl  of  a  man  ;  and  giddy  cenfure 
Will  cry  out  on  Marcius,  0  if  he 
Had  borne  the  bufinefs. 

Sic.  Befides,  if  things  go  well, 
Opinion,  that  fo  flicks  on  Marcius,  (hall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Come : 
Half  ail  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though  Marcius  earn'd  them  not :  and  all  his  faults 
To  Marcius  mall  be  honours,  though  indeed, 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic,  Let's  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  difpatch  is  made  :  and  in  what  fafnion, 
More  than  his  angularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  prefent  aclion. 

Bru,  Let's  along.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Senate-Houfe  in  Coricli. 
Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,  with  Senators. 
I  Sen,  So,  your  opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  enter'd  in  ourcounfels, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 
Vol.  VI.  K 


1  lO 


C0R.IOLAXUS. 


jia  L 


Auf.  Is  it  not  yours  ? 
What  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  ftate, 
That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  act  ere  Rome 
Had  circumvention  ?  'Tis  not  four  days  gone, 
Since  I  heard  thence  ;  thefe  are  the  words:  I  think, 
I  have  the  letter  here  ;  yes,  here  it  is  : 
"  They  have  prefs'd  a  power,  but  it  is  not  known 

[Reading. 

ft  Whether  for  earl:,  or  weft :  The  dearth  is  great; 

"  The  people  mutinous :  and  it  is  rumour'd, 

"  Cominius,  Marcius  your  old  enemy, 

"  (Who  is  of  Rome  worfe  hated  than  of  you) 

"  And  Titus  Lartius,  a  moil  valiant  Roman, 

"  Thefe  three  lead  on  this  preparation 

"  Whither 'tis  bent :  moil  likely,  'tis  for  you  : 

"  Conhder  of  it." 

1  Sen.  Our  army's  in  the  field; 

We  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  anfwer  us. 

Auf.  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly, 
To  keep  your  great  pretences  veil'd,  till  when 
They  needs  muit  mew  themfelves  ;  which  in  the  hatch- 
ing, 

It  feem'd,  appear'd  to  Rome.    By  the  difcovery, 
We  fhall  be  iliorten'd  in  our  aim  ;  which  M  as, 
To  take  in  many  towns,  ere,  almoil,  Rome 
Should  know  vre  were  afoot. 

2  St*.  Noble  Aundius, 

Take  your  commiffiori  ;  hie  you  to  your  bands  ; 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Corioli  : 
If  they  fct  down  before  us,  for  the  remove 
Ering  up  your  army  ;  but,  I  think,  you'll  find 
They  have  not  prepared  for  us. 

Auf.  O,  doubt  not  that  ; 
I  fpeak  from  certainties.    Nay,  more, 
Some  parcels  of  their  power  are  forth  already, 
And  only  hitherward.    I  leave  your  honours. 
If  v  e  and  Caius  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
'Tis  fworn  between  us,  v  e  QnU  ever  ftrike 
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Till  one  can  do  no  more. 
AIL  The  gods  amft  you  ! 
Auf.  And  keep  your  honours  fafe  ! 

1  Sen.  Farewell. 

2  Sen.  Farewell. 

All.  Farewell.  \_Excunt. 

SCENE  HI. 

Caius  Marcius*  Houfe  in  Rome. 
Enter  Volumnia,  and  V irgilia  :    They  fit  do-ivn  on  t<ivo 
louj  fiools,  and fezv. 

Vol.  I  pray  you,  daughter,  fmg  ;  or  exprefs  your- 
felf in  a  more  comfortable  fort:  If  my  fon  were  my 
hufband,  I  mould  freelier  rejoice  in  that  abfence 
wherein  he  won  honour,  than  in  the  embracemenu 
of  his  bed,  where  he  would  mew  molt  love.  When 
yet  he  was  but  tender-body 'd  and  the  only  fon  of  my 
womb;  when  youth  with  comelinefs  pluck'dall  gaze 
his  way ;  when,  for  a  day  of  king's  entreaties,  a 
mother  mould  not  fell  him  an  hour  from  her  behold- 
ing ;  I, — confidering  how  honour  would  become 
fuch  a  perfon  ;  that  it  v/as  no  better  than  picture-like 
to  hang  by  the  wall,  if  renown  made  it  not  ftir, — 
was  pleas'd  to  let  him  feek  danger  where  he  v/as 
like  to  find  fame.  To  a  cruel  warl  fenthim  ;  from 
whence  he  returned,  his  brows  bound  with  oak:  I 
tell  thee,  daughter, — I  fprang  not  more  in  joy  at 
nrll  hearing  he  was  a  man-child,  than  now  in  £rfl 
feeing  he  had  proved  himfelf  a  man. 

Vir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  bufmefs,  madam?  how 
then  ? 

yd.  Then  his  good  report  mould  have  been  my 
fon  ;  I  therein  would  have  found  iffue.  Hear  me 
profefs  fmcerely  : — Had  I  a  dozen  fons, — each  in 
my  love  alike,  and  none  lefs  dear  than  thine  and  my 
good  Marcius, — I  had  rather  had  eleven  die  nobly 
for  their  country,  than  one  voluptuously  forfeit  out 
of  adion. 
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Eutcr  a  Gentlewoman. 
Gent.  Madam  the  lady  Valeria  is  come  to  vifit 
yon. 

/"/>.  'Befeech  you,  five  me  leave  to  retire  myfelf. 

Vol*  Indeed  you  (hall  not. 
Methinks,  I  hither  hear  your  hufbahd's  drum  ; 
See  him  pluck  dou  n  Aafidiua  by  the  hair  ; 
As  children  from  a  bear,  the  VoToes  Running  him  : 

Methinks,  I  lee  him  {ramp  thus,  and  call  thus,-  

Co?ne  on,  ycu  cowards  3  you  were  got  in jfi&f* 
Though  fou  were  born  in  Rome :  His  bloody  brow 
With  his  mail'd  liand  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes; 
Like  to  a  har veil: -man,  that's  tafk'd  to  mow 
O'er  all,  or  lofe  his  hire. 

Vir.  His  bloody  brow !  O,  Jupiter,  no  blood! 

id.  Away,  you  fool!  it  more  becomes  a  man, 
Than  gilt  his  trophy:  The  breads  of  Kecuba, 
When  (he  did  iuckie  Hector,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Hectors  forehead,  when  it  fpit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  (words9  contending. — Tell  Valeria, 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [Exit  Gent. 

'/ir.  Heavens  biefs  mv  lord  from  fell  Aofidins  ! 

Vol  He'll  beat  AufidioV  head  below  his  knee, 
And  tread  upon  his  neck. 
Enter  Valeria,  with  an  U.her,  and  a  Genthwoman. 

Val.  My  ladies  both,  good  day  to  ycu. 

Vol.  Sweet  madam,  

Vir.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  ladyuhip. 

Val.  How  do  you  both?  vou  are  manifbA  houfe- 
keep:rs.  What,  are  you  few  ing  here  ?  A  fine  fpot, 
i:i  good  faith. — How  does  your  little  fon  ? 

I  ir*  I  thank  your  la Jyiliip  ;  well,  good  madam. 

Vol.  He  had  rather  fee  the  Avords,  and  hear  a  drum, 
Than  look  upon  hi:  fchool-mafter. 

Val.  QJ  mv  fi  ord,  the  father1  ion:  I'll  f.vear,  'tis 
a  very  pretty  boy  O'  my  troth,  I  look'd  upon  him 
o'  Wednef! .  half  an  hour  together  :  he  has  fuch  a 
confirm 'd  c<  ten  ince.  I  faw  him  run  after  a  gilded 
bttterfty  \  and  v>  r.en  he  caught  it,  he  let  itgo  again; 
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and  after  it  again  ;  and  o  ver  and  over  he  comes,  and 
up  again;  catched  it  again:  or  whether  his  fall 
en  rag  d  him,  or  how  "twas,  he  did  lb  let  his  teeth, 
and  tear  it;  O,  I  warrant,  how  he  mammock'd  it  ! 

Vol.  One  of  his  fatner's  moods. 

Val.  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 

Vir.  A  crack,  madam. 

Val.  Come,  lay  ande  your  ilitchery  ;    I  rriuft  have 
you  play  the  idle  hufwife  with  me  this  afternoon. 
Vir.  No,  good  madam ;  I  will  not  out  of  doors. 
Val.  Not  out  of  doors  ! 
Vol.  She  mall,  (he  mall. 

Vir.  indeed,  no,  by  your  patience:  I  will  net 
over  the  threiliold,  till  my  lord  return  from  the  wars. 

Val.  Fie,  you  confine  yourfelf  mofl  unreafonably : 
Come,  youmuft  go  villi  the  good  lady  that  lies  in. 

Vir.  1  will  wim  her  ipeedy  itrength,  and  vifit  her 
with  my  prayers ;  But  I  cannot  go  thither. 

Vol.  Whv,  I  pray  you? 

Vir.  'Tis  not  to  fave  labour,  nor  that  I  want  love. 

Val.  You  would  be  another  Penelope  :  yet,  they 
fay,  all  the  3  arn,  Ihe  fpun  in  Ulyfies'  abfence,  did 
but  nil  Ithaca  full  of  moths.  Come  ;  I  m  ould,  ytour 
cambrick  were  fenfible  as  your  finger,  that  you  might 
leave  pricking  it  for  pity.  Come,  you  (kail  go  with 
us. 

Vir.  No,  good  madam,  pardon  me ;  indeed,  I 
will  not  forth. 

Val.  In  truth,  la,  go  with  me ;  and  I'll  tell  you 
excellent  news  of  your  kulband. 

Vir.  O,  good  madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 

Val  Verily  I  do  not  jell  with  you  >  the;e  dime 
news  from  him  lait  night. 

Vir.  Indeed,  madam  ? 

Val.  In  earnert,  it's  true  ;  I  heard  a  fenatcr  fpeak 
it.  Thus  it  is : — The  Voices  have  an  army  forth  ; 
againit  whom  Cominius  the  general  is  gone,  with 
one  part  of  our  Roman  power  :  your  lord  and  Titus 
Lartius  are  fet  down  before  their  city  Corioli ;  they 
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nothing  doubt  prevailing,  and  to  make  it  brief  wars. 
This  is  true,  on  mine  honour ;  and  fo,  I  pray,  go 
with  us. 

Vlr.  Give  me  excufe,  good  madam ;  I  will  obey 
you  in  every  thing  hereafter. 

Vol.  Let  her  alone,  lady  ;  as  me  is  now,  me  will 
but  difeafe  our  better  mirth. 

Vat.  In  troth,  I  think,  me  would  : — Fare  you  well 
then. — Come,  good  fweet  lady. — Pr'ythee,  Virgilia, 
turn  thy  folemnefs  out  o'  door,  and  go  along  with  us. 

Vir.  No:  at  a  word,  madam  ;  indeed,  Imuftnot. 
I  wifh  you  much  mirth. 

Vat%  Well,  then  farewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Before  Corioli. 
Enter  Marcius,  Titus  Lartius,  with  drum  and  colours, 
Captains*  and  Soldiers.     To  them  a  Mejfenger. 
Mar.  Yonder  comes  news : — A  wager,  they  have 
met. 

Lart.  My  horfe  to  yours,  no. 
Mar.  'Tis  done. 
Lart.  Agreed. 

Mar.  Say,  has  our  general  met  the  enemy? 
Mef.  They  lie  in  view  ;  but  have  not  fpoke  as  yet. 
Lart.  So,  the  good  horfe  is  mine. 
Mar.  I'll  buy  him  of  you. 

Lart.  No,  I'll  not  fell,  nor  give  him:   lend  you 
him,  I  will, 
For  half  a  hundred  vears. — Summon  the  town. 

Mar.  How  far  off  He  thefe  armies? 

Mef.  Within  this  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  fhall  we  hear  their  'larum,  and  they  ours. 
Now,  Mars,  1  pr'ythee,  make  us  quick  in  work  ; 
That  we  with  fmokingfwordsmay  march  from  hence, 
To  help  our  fielded  friends ! — Come,  blow  thy  blaft. 
They  found  a  parley.  Enter  Senators,  with  others,  on 
the  walls. 

Tullus  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  walls  I 
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i  Sen.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  lefs  than  he, 
That'**  lefTer  than  a  little.    Hark,  our  urums 

[Drum  afar  off. 

Are  bringing  forth  our  youth:  We'll  break  our  walls, 
Rather  than  they  mall  pound  us  up  :  our  gates, 
Which  yetfeem  (hut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with  rumes; 
They'll  open  of  themfelves.    Hark  you,  far  off; 

[Alarum far  off. 
There  is  Aundius  :  lift,  what  work  he  makes 
Among  your  cloven  army. 
Mar.  O,  they  are  at  it! 

Lari.  Their  noife  be  our  inftruclion. — Ladders,  ho! 

Enter  the  Voices. 
Mar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  ifTue  forth  their  city. 
-  Now  put  your  mields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight 

With  hearts  more  proof  than  fhields.  Advance, 

brave  Titus : 
They  do  difdain  as  much  beyond  our  thoughts, 
Which  makes  me  fweat  with  wrath, — Come  on,  my 
fellows  ; 

He  that  retires,  I'll  take  him  for  a  Volfce, 
And  he  mail  feel  mine  edge. 

[Alarum  j  the  Remans  beat  hack  to  their  trenches. 
Re-enter  Marcius. 
Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  fouth  light  on  you, 
You  ihames  of  Rome,  you  !    Herds  of  boils  and 
plagues 

Plafter  you  o'er  ;  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
Farther  than  feen,  and  one  infect  another 
Againft  the  wind  a  mile !  You  fouls  of  geefe, 
That  bear  the  iliapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 
From  fiaves  that  apes  would  beat  ?  Pluto  and  hell ! 
All  hurt  behind,  bac';s  red,  and  faces  pale 
With  flight  and  argued  fear!  Mend,  and  charge  home, 
Or,  by  the  fires  of  neaven,  I'll  leave  the  foe, 
And  make  my  wars  on  you  :  look  to't :  Come  on  ; 
If  you  U   and  fait,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  wives, 
As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 
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Another  Alarwn,  and  Marcius  follows  tbem  to  the  gates. 
So.  no  .v  the  gates  are  ope  : — Now  prove  goud  feconds : 
'Tis  for  the  followers  fortune  widens  them, 
Not  for  the  fliers  :  Mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

\He  enters  the  gates. 

1  Sol.  Fool-hardinefs ;  not  I. 

2  Sol.  Nor  I. 

3  Sol.  See,  they  have  Ihut  him  in. 

[  A I arum  continues . 

All.  To  the  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

Enter  Titus  Lart  ins.  v 

Lart.  What  is  become  of  Marcius  ? 

AIL  Slain,  fir,  doubtleis. 

i  Sol.  Follow  ing  the  fliers  at  the  very  heels. 
With  them  he  enters :  who,  upon  the  fudden, 
Clapt-to  their  gates ;  he  is  himfelf  alone, 
To  anfti  er  all  the  city. 

Lart.  O  noble  fellow  ! 
Who,  fenfible,  out-dares  his  fenfelefs  fword, 
And,  wheft  it  bows,  Hands  up!  Thou  art  left  Marcius: 
A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 
Were  not  fo  rich  a  jewel.    Thou  v  ait  a  foldier 
Even  to  Cato's  v/ilh  :  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  ftrokes  ;  but,  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  thunder-like  percuffion  of  thy  founds, 
Thou  mad 'ft  thine  enemies  (hake,  as  if  the  world 
Were  feverous,  and  did  tremble. 

Re-enter  Marcius  bleeding,  afjhulted  by  the  enemy. 

I  Sol.  Look,  fir. 

Lart.  O,  'tu  iviarcius : 
Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  roake  remain  alike. 

[They  fight t  ana  all  enter  the  city. 

SCENE  V. 
Within  the  2 own. 
Enter  certain  Romans ,  with  fpoils. 

1  Run.  This  will  1  carry  lo  Rome. 

2  Rom.  And  1  this. 

3  Rom,  A  murrain  on't !  I  took  this  for  filver. 

[  Alarum  continues jiill  afar  of. 
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Enter  MarciiiSs  and  Titus  Lartius,  with  a  trumpet. 
Mar.  See  here  thefe  movers,  that  do  prize  their 
hours 

At  a  crack'd  drachm  !  Cufhions,  leaden  fpoons, 
Irons  of  a  doit,  doublets  that  hangmen  would 
Bury  with  thole  that  wore  them,  thefe  bafe  Haves, 

Ere  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up  :  Down 

with  them. — 
And  hark,  what  noife  the  general  makes ! — To  him:  ~ 
There  is  the  man  of  my  foul's  hate,  Aufidius, 
Piercing  our  Romans :  Then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
Convenient  numbers  to  make  good  the  city  ; 
Whilft  I,  with  thofc  that  have  the  fpirit,  Wifl  hafte 
To  help  Cominius. 

hart.  Worthy  fir,  thou  bleed'it ; 
Thy  exercife  hath  been  too  violent  for 
A  fecond  courfe  of  fight. 

Mar.  Sir,  praife  me  not  : 
My  work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me:  Fsre  you  well. 
The  blood  I  drop  is  rather  phyfical 
Than  dangerous  to  me:  To  Aufidius  thus 
I  will  appear,  and  fight. 

Lart.  Nov/  the  fair  goddefs,  Fortune, 
Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee  ;  and  her  great  charms 
Mifguide  thy  oppofers'  f "words !  Bold  gentleman, 
Profperity  be  thy  page  ! 

Mar.  Thy  friend  no  Ids 
Than  thole  fhe  places  higheft !  So,  farewell. 

Lart   Thou  worthieft  Marcius ! — 
G      found  t  y  trumpet  in  the  market-place  ; 
Call  ti  ither  all  die  officers  of  the  town, 
Where  they  fhall  know  our  mind  :  Away.  \_Exeunt* 

SCENE  VI. 
The  Roman  Camp. 
Enter  ^cminius  retreating,  --with  foldiers. 
Com.  Breathe  you,  my  friends ;  v,  ell  fought :  we 
are  come  oft 
Like  Romans,  neither  foolifh  in  our  flandsA 
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Nor  cowardly  in  retire  :  believe  me,  firs, 
We  ihall  be  charg'd  again.    Whiles  we  have  {truck, 
By  interims,  and  conveying  gufts,  we  have  heard 
The  charges  of  our  friends : — Ye  Roman  gods, 
Lead  their  fucceiTes  as  we  wilh  our  own ; 
That  both  our  powers,  with  fmiling  fronts  encoun- 
t'ring. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 
May  give  you  thankful  facrifice  ! — Thy  news  ? 

Mef.  The  citizens  of  Corioli  have  iiTued, 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battle: 
I  faw  our  party  to  the  trenches  driven, 
And  then  1  came  away. 

Com.  Though  thou  fpeak'ft  truth, 
Methinks,  thou  fpeak'ft  not  well.  Flow  long  is't  fince? 

Mef.  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Com.    'Tis  not  a  mile ;   briefly  we  heard  their 
drums  : 

How  could'ft  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour, 
And  bring  thy  news  fo  late  ? 

Mef.  Spies  of  the  Volfces 
Held  me  in  chafe,  that  I  was  forc'd  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about ;  elfe  had  I,  fir, 
Half  an  hour  fince  brought  my  report. 

Enter  Marcius. 

Com.  Who's  yonder, 
That  does  appear  as  he  were  Mead  ?  O  Gods ! 
He  has  the  ft  amp  of  Marcius ;  and  1  have 
Before- time  feen  him  thus. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  The  (hepherd  knows  not  thunder  from  a  ta- 
bor, 

More  than  I  know  the  found  of  Marcius'  tongue 
From  every  meaner  man's. 
Mar.    Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others, 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  O  !  let  ineclip  you 
In  arms  as  found,  as  when  I  woo'd ;  in  heart 
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As  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done, 
And  tapers  burnt  to  bedward. 

Com.  Flov,  er  of  warriors, 
How  is't  with  Titus  Lartius ! 

Mar.  As  with  a  man  bufied  about  decrees ; 
Condemning  fome  to  death,  and  fome  to  exile ; 
Ranfoming  him,  or  pitying,  threatening  the  other  ; 
Holding  Corioli  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fawning  greyhound  in  the  learn, 
To  let  him  flip  at  will. 

Com,  Where  is  that  flave, 
Which  told  me  they  hadi>eat  you  to  your  trenches  ? 
Where  is  he  ?  Call  him  hither. 

Mar,  Let  him  alone, 
He  did  inform  the  truth  :  But  for  our  gentlemen, 
The  common  rile,  (A  plague  !  Tiibunes  for  them  !) 
The  moufe  ne'er  fhunn'd  the  cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  rafcals  worfe  than  they. 

Com,  But  how  prevaii'd  you? 

Mar,  Will  the  time  ferve  to  tell?  I  do  not  think  

Where  is  the  enemy  ?  Are  you  lords  o'  the  field  ? 
If  not,  why  ceafe  you  till  you  are  fo  ? 

Com,  Marcius,  we  have  a  difadvantage  fought, 
And  did  retire,  to  win  our  purpofe. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battle  ?  Know  you  on  what  fide 
They  have  plac'd  their  men  of  truft  ? 

Com,  As  I  guefs,  Marcius, 
Their  bands  iJ  the  vaward  are  the  Antiates, 
Of  their  beft  tr  ail :  o'er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar.  I  do  befeech  you, 
By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought, 
By  the  blood  we  have  fhed  together,  by  the  vows 
We  have  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  directly 
Set  me  againlt  Aufidius,  and  his  Antiates  : 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  prefent ;  but, 
Filling  the  air  with  fwords  advanc'd,  and  darts, 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.  Though  I  could  wifh 
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You  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  bath, 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  afking  ;  take  your  choice  of  thole 
That  beft  can  aid  your  aclion. 

Mar.  Thofe  are  they 
That  molt  are  willing  : — If  any  fuch  be  here, 
(As  it  w  ere  fin  to  doubt)  that  love  this  painting 
Wherein  you  fee  me  fmear'd  ;  if  any  fear 
Leffer  his  perfon  than  an  ill  report ; 
If  any  think,  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life, 
And  that  his  country's  dearer  than  himfelf ; 
Let  him,  alone,  or  fo  many,  fo  minded, 
Wave  thus,  to  exprefs  his  difpofition, 
And  follow  Marcius.  [Waving  his  band. 

[They  all  fo out,  and  ivave  their  f words ,  take  him 
up  in  their  arms,  and  ct>fi  up  their  caps. 
O  me,  alone  !  Make  you  a  fword  of  me  ? 
If  thefe  mews  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Volfces  ?  None  of  you,  but  is 
Able  to  bear  againtt.  the  great  Aufidius 
A  fhield  as  hard  as  his.    A  certain  number, 
Though  thanks  to  all,  muft  I  feted  from  all : 
The  reft  fliall  bear  the  bufinefs  in  fome  other  fight, 
As  c«ufe  will  be  obey'd.    Pleafe  you  to  march  ; 
And  four  mall  quickly  draw  out  my  command, 
Which  men  are  belt  inclin'd. 

Com.  March  on,  my  fellows  ; 
Make  good  this  oftentation,  and  you  mall 
Divide  in  all  with  us.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

The  Gates  of  Corioli. 
Titus  Lcrlius,  having  fit  a  guard  upon  Corioli,  going 
with  a  drum  and  trumpet  toward  Cc  mini  us  and  Caius 
Marcius ,  enters  with  a  Lieutenant,  ether  Soldiers, 
and  a  Scout. 

hurt.  So,  let  the  ports  be  guarded:  Keep  your 
duties, 

As  I  have  fet  them  dov,  n.    If  I  do  fend,  difpatck 
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Thole  centuries  to  our  aid;  the  reft  will  ferve 
For  a  Ihort  holding  :  if  we  lofe  the  field, 
We  cannot  keep  the  town. 

Lieu.  Fear  not  our  care,  fir. 

Lart.  Hence,  and  mut  your  gates  upon  us.— 
Our  guider,  corne  ;  to  the  Roman  camp  conduct  us. 

[Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  VIII. 

The  Field  of  Battle. 
Alarum.    Enter  Marcius  and  Aufidius. 
Mar.  I'll  fight  with  none  but  thee;  for  I  do  hate  thee 
Worfe  than  a  promife-breaker. 

Auf.  We  hate  alike  ; 
Not  Afric  owns  a  ferpent,  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  fame  and  envy  :  Fix  thy  foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  firft  budger  die  the  other's  Have, 
And  the  gods  doom  him  after  I 

Auf.  If  I  fly,  Marcius, 
Halloo  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar.  Within  thefe  three  hours,  Tullus, 
Alone  I  fought  in  your  Corioli's  walls, 
And  made  w  hat  work  I  pleas'd  :  'Tis  net  my  blood. 
Wherein  thou  fee' it  me  maik'd  ;  for  thy  revenge, 
Wrrench  up  thy  power  to  the  higheft. 

Auf.  Wert  thou  the  Hedlor, 
That  was  the  whip  of  your  b'ragg'd  progeny, 
Thou  mould'itndt  'fcape  me  here.— 

[Here  they  fight  and  certain  Volfces  come  to  the 
aid  of  Aufidius.    Marcius  fights  till  they  he 
dri-uen  in  breathlefs. 
Officious,  and  not  valiant  I— you  have  fham'd  me 
In  your  condemned  feconds.  [Exettnt fighting* 

SCENE  IX, 

The  Roman  Camp. 
•Flourijh.    Alarum.     A  retreat  is  founded.     Enter  ai 
one  door,  Ccminius  with  the  Romans  ;  at  another  acor, 
Marcius,  with  his  arm  in  a  frarf,  1$ c* 
Com.  If  I  mould  tell  thee  o'er  this  thv  days  work, 
Vol.  VI.  L 
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Thou'lt  not  believe  thy  deeds  :  but  I'll  report  it, 
Where  fenators  fhall  mingle  tears  with  fmiles : 
Where  great  patricians  fhall  attend,  and  fhrug, 
I'  the  end,  admire ;  where  ladies  fhall  be  frighted, 
And,  gladly  quak'd,  hear  more:  where  the  dull  Tri- 
bunes, 

That,  with  the  fully  plebeians,  hate  thine  honours, 
Shall  fay,  againrl  their  hearts, — <(  We  thank  the  gods, 
"  Our  Rome  hath  fuch  a  ibldier  — - 
Yet  cam'ft  thou  to  a  morfel  of  this  Yeaft, 
Having  fully  din'd  before. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius,  witi  his  toiler ,  from  the  purfuit, 

Lart.  O  general, 
Here  is  the  iteed,  we  the  caparifons ! 
Had'ft  thou  beheld— 

Mar.  Pray  no'A',  no  more:  my  mother, 
Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood, 
When  fhe  does  praife  me,  grieves  me. 
I  have  done  as  you  have  done ;  that's,  vvhat  I  c^n  ; 
Induc'd,  as  you  have  been  ;  that's  for  my  country  : 
He,  that  has  but  effected  his  good  will, 
Hath  overta'en  mine  a&, 

Co?n.  You  fhall  not  be 
The  grave  of  your  deferving  ;  Rome  muft  know 
The  value  of  her  own  :  'twere  a  concealment 
Worfc  than  a  theft,  no  lefs  than  a  traducement, 
To  hide  your  doings ;  and  to  filence  that, 
Which  to  the  fpire  and  top  of  praife s  vouchM, 
Would  feem  but  model! :  Therefore,  I  befeech  ycu, 
(In  fign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done)  before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar,  I  have  fome  wounds  upon  me,  and  they  fmart 
To  hear  themselves  remember  d. 

Com,  Should  they  not, 
Well  might  they  fetter  'gainfl  ingratitude, 
And  tent  themfelves  with  death.    Of  all  the  horfes, 
(Whereof  we  have  ta'cn  good,  and  good  ftore)  of  all 
The  treafure,  in  the  field  atchiev'd,  and  city, 
We  render  you  the  tenth  ;  to  be  ta'en  forth, 
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Before  the  common  diftribution,  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar.  I  thank  you  general ; 
But  cannot  make  my  heart  confent  to  take 
A  bribe,  to  pay  my  fv/ord  :  I  do  fefafe  it ; 
And  fond  upon  my  common  part  with  thofe 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

\  A  long  flourish.  T bey  all  cry,  Marcius  t  Mar- 
cius !  cafi  up  their  caps  and  lances  :  Cominius 
and  L  art  ins  ft  and  bare. 
Mar.   May  thefe  fame  instruments,   which  you 
profane, 

Never  found  more  !  When  drums  and  trumpets  fhall 

I'  the  field  prove  flatterers,  let  courts  and  cities  be 

Made  all  of  falfe-fac'd  foothing  !  When  fteel  grows 

Soft  as  the  parafite's  filk,  let  him  be  made 

A  coverture  for  the  wars! — No  more,  I  fay  ; 

For  that  I  have  not  wafh'd  my  nofe  that  bled, 

Or  foil'd  fome  debile  wretch, — which,  without  note, 

Here's  many  elfe  have  done, — you  ihout  me  forth 

In  acclamations  hyperbolical ; 

As  if  I  lov'd  my  little  mould  be  dieted 

In  praifes  faue'd  with  lies. 

Ccri.  Too  modeil  arc  you  ; 
More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateful 
To  us  that  give  you  truly  ;  bv  your  patience, 
If  'gainil  yourfelf  you  be  incens'd,  wTe'll  put  you 
(Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm)  in  manacles, 

Then  reafon  (s.ft\y  with  you.  Therefore,   be  it 

known, 

As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  garland  ;  in  token  of  the  which. 
My  noble  iteed,  known  to  the  camp,  I  give  him, 
With  all  his  trim  belonging  ;  and,  from  this  time, 
For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him, 
With  all  the  applaufe  and  clamour  of  the  hoft, 
Caius  Marcius  Corioianus.— — — 
Bear  the  addition  nobly  ever! 

\Flourifo,    Trumpets  found,  and  drums. 
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Omnes.  Caius  Marcius  Coriolantss ! 

Cor.  I  will  go  waih  ; 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  fhall  perceive 
Whether  I  blufh  or  no  :  Howbeit,  I  thank  you  :— 
I  mean  to  ftride  your  freed  ;  and,  at  all  times, 
To  undercreit  your  good  addition, 
To  the  fairnefs  of  my  power. 

Com.  So,  to  our  tent : 
Where,  ere  we  do  repofe  us.  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  ftrcefs.-—  You,  Titus  Lartius, 
Muft  to  Corioli  back ;  fend  us  to  Rome 
The  beft,  with  whom  we  may  articulate, 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. 

hart.  I  mall,  my  lord.  . 

Cor.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me.    I  that  now 
Refus'd  ffioft  princely  gifts,  am  bound  to  beg 
Of  my  lord  general. 

Com.  Take  it  ;  'tis  ycnrs.-~ -What  is't  ? 

Cor.  I  fometime  lay,  here  in  Corioli, 
At  a  poor  man's  houfe  ;  he  us'd  me  kindly  : 
He  cry'd  to  me  ;  I  faw  him  prifoner  ; 
But  then  Aundius  was  within  my  view, 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity  :  I  requeft  you 
To  give  my  poor  hoft  freedom. 

Com.  O,  well  begg'd  ! 
Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  fon,  he  mould 
Be  free,  as  is  the  wind.    Deliver  him,  Titus. 

Lart.  Marcius,  his  name? 

Cor.  By  Jupiter  forgot: — 
I  am  weary  ;  yea,  my  memory  is  tir'd. — 
Have  we  no  wine  here  ? 

Com.  Go  we  to  our  tent : 
The  blood  upon  your  viiage  dries ;  'tis  time 
It  fnould  be  look'd  to  ;  come.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE  X. 
The  Camp  of  the  Volfces. 
Afiourijh.     Cor. id'.     Enter   Tullus    Auf.dius  UooJj, 
with  t*wo  or  three  Soldiers, 
juf.  The  to^  o  ij)  ta'en  ! 

Sol  'Twill  be  deliverM  back  on  good  conditon. 
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Auf.  Coniition!  

I  v  ould,  1  were  a  Reman  ;  for  I  cannot, 

Being  a  Voifce,  be  that  I  am. — Condition  ! — 

What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  find 

I*  the  part  that  is  at  mercy  ?    Five  times,  M  rcius, 

I  have  fought  with  thee;  fo  often  hail  thou  be  it  me; 

And  wouid'ft  do  fo,  I  think,  mould    e  encci  ;.tar 

As  often  as  we  eat. — By  the  elements, 

If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard, 
p  ... 
lie  is  mine,  or  I  am  his  :  Minz  emulation 

Hath  not  that  honour  in't,  it  had  ;  for  v.  here 

I  thought  to  crufh  him  in  an  equal  force, 

True  Avcrd  to  fword,  I'll  potch  atLim  feme  way  ; 

Or  wrath,  or  craft,  may  get  him. 

Sol.  He's  the  devil. 

Auf.  Bolder,  though  not  fo  fubtie  :  My  valour's 
poifon'd, 

With  only  fuffering  ftain  by  him  ;  for  him 

Sh  ill  fly  out  of  itfelf ;  nor  fieep  nor  fancluary, 

Being  naked,  fick  ;  nor  fane,  nor  capitol, 

The  prayers  of  prieits,  nor  times  of  facrifxe, 

Embarquements  all  of  fury,  mail  lift  up 

Their  rotten  privilege  and  curtcm  'gainfi 

My  hate  to  Marcius ;  where  I  find  him,  were  it 

At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,  even  these* 

Againft  the  hofpitabie  cannon,  would  I 

Wafh  my  fierce  hand  in  his  heart.  Co  you  to  the  citys 

Learn  how  'tis  held  ;  and  what  they  are,    that  mud 

Be  hoftages  for  Rome. 

Sol.  Will  not  you  go  ? 

Auf.  I  am  attended  at  the  eypr&fs  grove  : 
J  pray  you, 

(5Tis  fouth  the  city  mills)  bring  me  word  thither 
How  the vv  or  Id  goes ;  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  fpur  on  mv  journey. 
S.ol  I  mall,  fir.  [Extm*. 
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A  C  T    tr.        SCENE  L 
Rome. 

Enter  M$ntnimt  with  Sicinius3  and  Brutus. 

Men.  rT^HE   augurer  tells  me,   we  mall  have 
X         nsv*  s  to-night. 
Bru,  Good,  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people, 
for  they  love  not  Marcius. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  beads  to  know  their  friends. 
Men.  Pray  you,  wfeo  does  the  wolf  lover 
Sid  The  lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him;  as  the  hungry  plebeian* 
would  the  nobis  Marcius. 

Bru.  rie's  a  Iamb  indeed,  that  baas  like  a  bear. 

Mm.  tl^s  a  bear  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  lamb. 
You  tv  o  are  old  men;  tell  me  one  thing  that 
I  fhall  aik  you. 

Beth.  Well,  fir. 

Men.  In  what  enormity  is  Marcius  poor,  that 
you  two  have  not  in  abundance? 

Btu,  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  ilor'd  with  all. 

tie.  Efpeciuliy,  in  pride. 

Bru.  And  topping  all  others  in  boafting. 

Men.  This  is  Grange  now  :  Do  you  two  know  how 
you  are  cenfiir'd  here  in  the  city,  I  mean  of  us  o'  the 
right  hand  file  ?  Do  you  ? 

Bru.  Why  h<rw  are  we  cenfur'dr 

Men.  Becaule  you  talk  of  pride  now, — Will  you 
not  be  angry  I 

Both.  Well,  well,  fir,  well. 

Men.  Why,  'tis  no  great  matter  ;  for  a  very  lit- 
tle thief  of  occafion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of 
patience ;  give  your  difpofitions  the  reins,  and  be 
angry  at  your  pleafures ;  at  the  leaft,  if  you  tare  it 
as  a  pleafure  to  \ou,  in- being  fo.  You  blame  Mar- 
cius for  being  proud  \ 
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Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone,  fir. 

Men.  J  know,  you  can  do  very  little  alone ;  for 
your  helps  are  many  ;  or  eife  >  our  actions  would 
grow  wondrous  fingle  ;  your  aoiilties  are  too  infant* 
like,  for  doing  much  alone.  You  talk  of  pride : 
Oh,  that  you  could  turn  3  our  eyes  towards  the  napes 
of  your  necks,  and  mike  but  an  interior  furvey  of 
your  good  felves !  O,  that  you  could  ! 

Bru.  What  then,  iir  ? 

Men.  Why,  then  you  mould  difcover  a  brace  of 
as  unmeriting,  proud,  violent,  tefly,  magiftrates, 
(alias,  fools)  as  any  in  Rome. 

Sic.  Menenius,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  patrician,  and 
one  that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with  not  a  drop  of 
allaying  Tiber  in't ;  faid  to  be  ibmething  impsrfedt, 
in  favouring  the.  firfi:  complaint  ;  haity,  and  tinder- 
like,  upon  too  trivial  motion  ;  one  that  converfes 
more  with  the  buttock  of  the  night,  than  with  the 
forehead  of  the  morning:.  What  I  think,  I  utter  ; 
and  fpend  my  malice  in  my  breath :  Meeting  two 
fuch  w  eaifmen  as  you  are,  (I  cannot  call  you  Lycur- 
gufles)  if  the  drink  you  give  me,  touch  my  palate 
ad  verily,  I  make  a  crooked  face  at  it.  I  can't  fay, 
your  worfhips  have  deliver'd  the  matter  well,  when 
I  find  the  a£s  in  compound  with  the  major  part  of 
your  fyllables  ;  and  though  I  mull  be  content  to  bear 
with  thofe  that  lay  you  are  reverend  grave  men ;  yet 
they  lie  deadly,  that  tell  you  you  have  good  faces. 
If  you  lee  this  in  the  map  of  my  microcofm,  follows  it, 
that  i  am  known  well  enough  too  ?  Wnat  harm  can 
your  hiffon  confpectuities  glean  out  of  this  character, 
if  I  be  known  well  enough  too  ? 

Bru.  Come,  fir,  ca trie .  e  know  you  well  enough. 
Men.  You  know  neither  me,  yourlelves-,  nor  any 
thing.  You  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves'  caps  and 
legs;  you  wear  out  a  good  whoieiome  forenoon,  in 
hearing  acaufe  between  an  orange-wife  and  a  fafftt- 
feller;  and  then  rejourn  the  controverfy  of  three- 
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pence  to  a  fecond  day  of  audience. — When  you  are 
hearing  a  matter  between  party  and  parity,  if  you 
chance  to  be  pinch'd  with  the  colic,  you  make  faces 
like  mummers ;  fet  up  the  bloody  flag  againft  aU 
patience,  and,  in  roaring  for  a  chamber-pot,  difmifs 
the  controverfy  bleeding,  the  more  entangled  by 
your  hearing  all  the  peace  you  make  in  their  cauie, 
is  calling  both  the  parties  knaves  :  You  are  a  pair  ox 
ft  range  ones. 

Bru.  Come,  comej  you  are  well  underftood  to  be 
a  perfedler  giber  for  the  table,  than  a  necefiarv  ben- 
ch   in  the  Capitol. 

Men.  Our  very  priefts  mud  become  mockers,  if 
they  (hall  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  fubjects  as  you 
are.  When  you  ipeak  bell  unto  the  purpofe,  i:  i-> 
not  worth  the  vagging  of  your  beards;  and  your 
beards  deferve  not  ib  honourable  a  grave,  as  to  ftuff 
a  botJier's  cufhion,  or  to  be  entomb' d  in  an  afs's 
pack-faddle.  Yet  youmu.l  be  fa  ing,Marcius  is  proud; 
who,  in  a  cheap  eiiimaticn,  is  worth  alL  your  prede- 
ceffors,  fince  Deucalion  ;  though,  peradventure, 
fome  of  the  bed:  of  them  were  hereditary  hangmen, 
Good-e'en  to  >our  worihips ;  more  of  your  conver- 
fation  would  infect  my  brain,  being  the  herdfmen  of 
the  beaftly  plebeians :  i  M  ill  be  bold  to  take  my  leave 
of  ycu. 

Efiter  Voiumnia,  Vtrgilia  and  Valeria. 
How  now,  my  fair  as  noble  ladies,  (and  the  moon, 
were  Hie  earthly,  no  nobler),  whither  do  you  follow 
your  eyes  fo  faft  ? 

I/' el.  Honourable  Menenius,  my  boy  Maicius  ap- 
nroaches ;  for  the  love  of  Juno,  let's  go. 

Men.  Ha!  Marcius  coming  home  ? 

Vol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius  ;  and  with  molt  prof- 
pcrous  approbation- 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thee: — 
Hoo  !  Marcius  coining  home  ! 
.    Both.  Nay,  'tis  true. 

Vol.  Look,  here's  a  letter  from  him;   the  ftatc 
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hath  another,  his  wife  hath  another ;  and,  I  think, 
there's  one  at  home  for  you. 

Men,  I  will  make  my  very  houfe  reel  to-night : — 
A  letter  for  me  ? 

Vir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you  ;  I  faw  it. 

Men.  A  letter  for  me  ?  It  gives  me  an  eftate  of 
feven  years'  health ;  in  which  time,  I  will  make  a 
lip  at  the  phyfician  ;  the  moft  fovereign  prefcription 
in  Galen  is  but  empyric  qutique,  and,  to  this  pre- 
fervative,  of  no  better  report  than  a  horfe-drench. 
Is  he  not  wounded  }  he  was  wont  to  come  home 
Wounded. 

Vir.  O,  no,  no,  no. 

Vol.  O,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  gods  fort. 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  much :  

Bring's  a  victory  in  his  pocket  ? — The  wounds  be- 
come him. 

Vol.  On's  brows,  Menenius ;  he  comes  the  third 
time  home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Has  he  difciplhi'd  Aufidius  foundly  ? 

Vol.  Titus  Lartius  writes. — they  fought  together, 
but  Aufidius  got  off. 

Men.  And  it  v^as  time  for  him  too,  I'll  warrant 
him  that ;  an'  he  had  ftaid  by  him,  I  vrould  not  have 
been  fo  Fidius'd  for  all  the  cherts  in  Corioli,  and  the 
gold  that's  in  them.    Is  the  fenate  poffefs'd  of  this  ? 

Vol.  Good  ladies,  let's  go: — Yes,  yes,  yes;  the 
fenate  has  letters  from  the  general,  w herein  he  gives 
my  fon  the  whole  name  of  the  war;  he  hath  in  this 
action  outdone  his  former  deeds  doubly. 

Val.  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  fpoke  of  him. 

Men.  Wondrous  ?  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and  not 
without  his  true  purchafing. 

Vir.  The  gods  grant  them  true  I 

Vol.  True  ?  pow,  wow, 

Men.  True  ?  I'll  be  fworn  they  are  true  : — 
Where  is  he  wounded? — God  fave  your  good  wor- 
ships! [To  the  Tribunes.]  Marcius  is  coming  home: 
he  has  morecaufe  to  be  proud.— WThere  is  he  wounded? 
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Vol.  V  the  moulder,  and  i'  the  left  arm:  There 
will  be  large  cicatrices  to  {hew  the  people,  when 
he  mail  ftand  for  his  place.  He  received  in  the  re- 
pulfe  of  Tarquin,  feven  hurts  i'  the  body. 

Men.  One  i'  the  neck,  and  one  too  i'  the  thigh:  — 
There's  nine  that  I  know. 

Vol.  He  had  before  this  laft  expedition,  twenty- 
iive  wounds  upon  him. 

!Men.  Now  'tis  twenty-feven  :  every  gafh  was  rn 
enemy's  grave  :  Hark,  the  trumpets. 

[  A  jhoutl  and fauHjb* 

Vol.  Thefe  are  the  ufhers  of  Marcius:  before  him 
he  carries  noife,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears ; 
Death,  that  dark  fpirit,  in's  nervy  arm  doth  lie  ; 
Which  being  advane'd,  declines,  and  then  men  die. 
A  Sennet.     Trumpets  found.    Enter  Cominius  the  Gene- 

ral,  and  Titus  Lartius  ;  between  them,  Coriolanus , 

crowned  with  an  oaken  garland  ;  with  Captains  and 

Soldiers,  and  a  Herald. 

Her.  Know,  R.ome,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did  fight 
Within  Corioli's  gates ;  where  he  hath  won, 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius ;  thefe 
Tn  honour  follows,  Coriolanus  : — 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renown'd  Coriolanus  ! 

-  [Sound.  Flourijh. 

AIL  Welcome  to  Rome,  renown 'd  Coriolanus ! 

Cor.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  heart ; 
Pray  now,  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  fir,  your  mother,  

Cor.  o : 

You  have,  I  know,  petition'd  all  the  gods 

For  mv  profperity.  [  Kneels. 

Vol.  Nay,  my  good  foldier,  up  ; 
My  gentle  Marcius,  worthy  Caius,  and 
By  deed-atehieving  honour  newly  nam'd, 
What  is  it?  Coriolanus,  mutt  I  call  thee? 
But  O,  thy  wife  

Cor.  My  gracious  filence,  hail  ! 
Wonld'flthgu  havcla.igh'd,  had  1 "come  comVd  home, 
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That  weep'lt  to  fee  me  triumph?  Ah,  my  dear, 
Such  eyes  the  widows  in  Corioli  wear, 
And  mothers  that  lack  Tons. 

Men.  Now  the  gods  crown  thee  ! 

Cor.  And  live  you  yet?  O  m}  fweet  lady,  pardon. 

[  To  Valeria. 

Veil.  I  know  not  where  to  turn: — O  welcome  home ; 
And  v.  elcome,  general; — And  you  are  welcome  all. 

Men.  A  hundred  thoufand  welcomes:  1  could  m  eep, 
And  I  could  laugh  ;  1  am  light  and  heavy.  W elcome : 
A  curfe  begin  at  very  root  of's  heart, 

That  is  not  glad  to  fee  thee  !  You  are  three, 

That  Rome  mould  doat  on  ;  yet  by  the  faith  of  men> 
We  have  forne  old  crab- trees  here  at  home,  thatw  ill  not 
Be  grafted  to  your  relifn.    Yet,  welcome,  warriors; 
We  call  a  nettle,  but  a  nettle  :  and 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 
Com.  Ever  right. 
Ccr.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 
Her.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 
Cor.  Your  hand,  and  yours : 

[lohis  Wife  and Mother. 
Ere  in  our  own  houfe  I  do  made  my  head, 
The  good  patricians  mull  be  vifited ; 
From  whom  I  have  received  not  only  greetings, 
But  with  them  change  of  honours. 

Vol.  I  have  liv'd 
To  fee  inherited  my  very  withes 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fancy  : 
Only  there's  one  thing  wanting,  which  I  doub:  not, 
But  our  Rome  will  call  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  mother, 
I  had  rather  be  their  fervant  in  my  way, 
Than  fway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  C  n,  to  the  Capitol.        [Flourijb.  Cornets, 
[Exeunt  inflate*  as  before. 
Brutus  and  Sicinus  co?ne  forward. 
Bru.  All  tongues  fpeak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  fights 
Are  fpeclacled  to  fee  him:  Your  prattling  nurfe 
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Into- tt  rapture  lets  her  baby  cry, 
While  fhe  chats  him;  the  kitchen  malkin  pins 
Her  richeft  lockram  'bout  her  reeky  neck. 
Clambering  the  walls  to  eye  him  :  Stalls,  bulks,  win- 
dows, 

Are  {mother' d  up,  leads  flll'd,  and  ridges  hors'd 
With  variable  complexions ;  all  agreeing 
In  earneilnefs  to  fee  him :  feld-fhowji  flamens 
Do  prefs  among  the  popular  throngs,  and  puiF 
To  win  a  vulgar  ftation  :  our  veil'd  dames 
Commit  the  war  of  white  and  damafk,  in 
Their  nicely  gawded  cheeks,  to  the  wanton  fpoil 
•Of  Phoebus'  burning  kiiles ;  iuch  a  pother, 
As  if  that  whatfoever  god,  who  leads  hirn, 
Were  flily  crept  into  his  human  powers, 
And  gave  him  graceful  pofture. 

Sir.  On  the  fudden, 
I  warrant  him  conful. 

Bru.  Then  our  office  may. 
During  his  power,  go  lleep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temperately  tranfport  his  honottl  s 
•From  where  he  mould  begin,  and  end  ;  but  will 
Lofe  thofe  he  hath  won. 

Bru.  In  that  there's -comfoft. 

Sic.  Doubt  not, 
The  commoners,  for  whom  we  ftand,  but  they, 
Upon  their  ancient  malice,  will  forget, 
With  the  leaft  caufe,  thefe  his  new  honours  ;  whick 
That  he  will  give  them,  make  I  as  little  queilion 
As  he  is  proud  to  do't. 

Bru.  I  heard  him  fwear, 
Were  he  to  ftand  for  conful,  never  would  he 
Appear  i'  the  market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  naplefs  vefture  of  humility  : 
Nor  (hewing  (as  the  manner  is)  his  wounds 
To  the  people,  beg  their  ftinking  breaths. 

Sic.  'Tis  right. 

Bru.  It  was  his  word  :  O,  he  would  mifs  it>  rather 
Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  fuit  o'  the  geniry  to  h-im> 
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And  the  defire  of  the  nobles. 

Sic.  I  wifh  no  better, 
Than  have  him  hold  that  purpofe,  and  to  pat  it 
In  execution. 

Bru.  'Tis  moll  like,  he  will. 

Sic.  It  mall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  will's, 
A  lure  detraction, 

Bru.  So  it  mull  fall  out 
To  him,  or  our  authorities.    For  an  end, 
We  mud  fuggeft  the  people,  in  what  hatred 
He  ftill  hath  held  them ;  that,  to  his  power,  he  would 
Have  made  them  mules,  /ilenc'd  their  pleaders,  and 
Difproperty'd  their  freedoms ;  holding  them, 
In  human  action  and  capacity, 
Of  no  more  foul,  nor  fitnefs  for  the  world, 
Than  camels  in  their  war;  who  have  their  provand 
Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  fore  blows 
For  finking  under  them. 

Sic.  This,  as  you  fay,  fug  gelled 
At  fome  time  when  his  foaring  infolence 
Shall  reach  the  people,  (which  time  (hall  not  want, 
if  he  be  put  upon't ;  and  that's  as  eafy, 
As  to  let  dogs  on  fheep)  will  be  the  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  Hubble  ;  and  their  blaze 
-Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Me/.  You  are  lent  for  to  the  Capitol.  'Tis  thought, 
That  Marc  ins  (hall  be  conful  :  I  have  feen 
The  dumb  men  throng  to  fee  him,  and  the  blind 
To  hear  him  fpeak  :  Matrons  flung  gloves, 
Ladies  and  maids  their  fcarfs  and  handkerchiefs, 
Upon  him  as  he  pafs'd ;  the  nobles  bended, 
As  to  Jove's  flatue ;  and  the  commons  made 
A  mower,  and  thunder,  with  their  caps,  and  fhouts : 
I  never  faw  the  like. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time, 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 

Sic.  Have  with  you.  \ExtunU 

Vol.    VI.  M 
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I'he  CapitoL 
E?iter  two  Officers,  to  lay  cujhlons. 

1  Off.  Come,  come,  they  are  almolr.  here :  Hew 
many  Hand  for  confulihips  ? 

2  Off.  Three,  they  lay  ;  but  'tis  thought  of  every 
one,  Coriclanus  will  carry  it. 

1  Off.  That's  a  brave  fellow;  Jxit  he's  vengeance 
proud,  and  loves  net  the  common  people. 

2  Off.  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  men  that 
have  riatter'd  the  people,  who  ne'er  lov'd  them; 
and  there  be  man}  that  they  have  lov'd,  they  know 
not  wherefore ;  To  that,  if  they  love,  they  know  not 
why,  they  hate  upon  no  better  a  ground  :  Therefore, 
for  Coriolanus  neither  to  care  whether  they  love,  or 
hate  him,  manifefes  the  true  knowledge  he  has  in 
their  diipofition  ;  and,  out  of  his  noble  carelelTnefs, 
lets  them  plainly  fee  't. 

1  Off.  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love 
or  no,  he  wav'd  indifferently  'twixt  doing  them  nei- 
ther good,  nor  harm ;  but  he  feeks  their  hate  with 
greater  devotion  than  they  can  render  it  him  ;  and 
leaves  nothing  undone,  that  may  fully  difcover  him 
their  oppofite.  Now,  to  feem  to  afteel  the  malice 
and  difpieafure  of  the  people,  is  as  bad  as  that  which 
he  diflikes,  to  flatter  them  for  their  love. 

2  Oj\  Pie  hath  deferred  worthily  of  his  country: 
And  his  afcent  is  not  by  foch  eafy  degrees  as  thofe, 
who  have  been  fupple  and  courteous  to  the  people ; 
bonnetted,  without  any  further  deed  to  heave  them 
at  all  into  their  estimation  and  report:  but  he  hath 
Co  planted  his  honours  in  their  eyes,  and  his  actions 
in  their  hearts,  that  for  their  tongues  to  be  filent, 
and  not  confels  fo  much,  were  a  kind  of  ingrateful 
injury;  to  report  otherwife,  were  a  malice,  that, 
giving  itfelf  the  lye,  would  pluck  reproof  and  re- 
buke from  every  ear  that  heard  it. 

i  Off.  No  mere  of  him  ;  he  is  a  worthy  man  : 
Make  a  ay,  they  are  coming. 
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A  Sennet.    Enter  the  Pa  ricians ,  and  the  Tribunes  nf 

the  people,  Liclcrs  before  them ;  Ccriolanus .  Mene- 

nius,  Cominius  the  Conful :  Sicinins  ana  Brutus,  as 

Tribunes,  take  their  places  by  themft  lues . 

Men.  Having  determin'd  of  the  Volfces,  and 
To  fend  for  Titus  Lartius,  it  remains, 
As  the  main  point  of  this  our  ci  fter-meeting, 
To  gratify  his  noble  fervice,  that 
Hath  thus  flood  for  his  country :  Therefore,  ple^fe  \  ou, 
Moil  reverend  and  grave  eiders,  to  defire 
The  prefent  conful,  and  I  ail  general 
In  our  well-found  fucceffes,  to  report 
A  little  of  that  worthy  work  prrform'd 
By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus ;  v/hom 
We  meet  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 
With  honours  like  himfelf. 

I  Sen.  Speak,  good  Cominius : 
Leave  nothing  out  for  length ;  and  make  us  think, 
Rather  our  Hate's  defective  for  requital, 
Than  we  to  ilretch  it  out. — Mailers  o'  the  people, 
V/c  co  rcc[u£iC  your  kin-dcit  car  ~,  and,  after, 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body, 
To  yield  what  paries  here. 

Stic.  We  are  con  vented 
Upon  a  pieafmg  treaty  ;  and  have  hearts 
Inclinable  to  honour  and  advance 
The  theme  of  our  affembly. 

Bru.  Which  the  rather 
We  fhall  be  bleil  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  value  of  the  people,  than 
He  hath  hereto  priz'd  them  at. 

Men.  That's  off,  that's  off; 
I  would  you  rather  had  been  filent :  Pleafe  you 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak  ? 

Bru.  Moll  willingly  ; 
But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent, 
Than  the  rebuke  you  give  it. 

Men.  He  loves  your  people  ; 
But  tye  him  not  to  be  their  bed-fellow. — 
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Worthy  Cominius,  fpeak.— Nay,  keep  your  place. 

[  Ccriolanus  rifes,  and  offers  to  go  away. 

i  Se:z.  Sit,  Coriolanua ;  never  mame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor.  Your  honours'  pardon; 
I  had  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heal  again, 
Than  hear  fay  how  I  got  them. 

Bru,  Sir,  I  hope, 
My  words  dif-bench  d  you  not  ? 
\    Cor.  No,  fir :  yet  oft, 

When  blows  have  made  me  Hay,  I  fied  from  words. 
You  fcoth'd  not,  therefore  hurt  not :  But,  your  people, 
I  love  them  as  they  weigh. 
Men.  Pray  now,  fit  down. 

Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  {cratch  my  head  r  the  fun, 
When  the  alarum  were  ftruck,  than  idly  fit 
To  hear  my  nothings  monfler'd.     [Exit  Coriolanus. 

Msh>  Mailers  o'  the  people, 
Your  multiplying  (pawn  how  can  he  flatter, 
(That's  thoufand  to  one  good  cne)  when  you  now  fee, 
He  had  rather  venture  ail  his  iimbs  for  honour, 
Than  onz  of  his  ears  to  hear  it? — Proceed,  Cominius, 

Com.  I  mall  lack  voice:  the  deeds  of  Coriolanus 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly. — It  is  held, 
That  valour  is  the  chiefeit  virtue,  and 
Moll  dignifies  the  haver :  if  it  be, 
The  man  I  fpeak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
}Je  fingly  counterpois'd.    At  fix  teen  years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others :  our  then  dictator, 
Whom  with  all  praife  I  point  at,  faw  him  fight, 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin  he  drove 
The  briftled  lips  before  him  :  he  bertrid 
An  o'er-preft  Roman,  and  i'  the  conful's  view- 
Slew  three  oppofers ;  Tarquin's  felf  he  met, 
And  ftruck  him  on  h  13  knee:  in  that  day's  feats, 
When  he  might  acl  the  woman  in  the  fcene, 
He  prov'd  bell  man  i'  the  field,  and  for  his  meed 
Was  brow- bound  with  the  oak,    His  pupil  age 
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Man  enter d  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  fea ; 
And,  in  the  brunt  of  feventeen  battles  fince, 
He  lurch'd  all  fwords  o'  the  garland.    Fcr  this  lair, 
Before,  and  in  Corioli,  let  rne  fay, 
I  cannot  fpeak  him  home  :  He  ftopt  the  fliers ; 
And,  by  his  rare  example,  made  the  cow  ard 
Turn  terror  into  fport :  as  waves  before 
A  vefTel  under  fail,  fo  men  obey'd, 
And  fell  below  his  ftem:  his  fword  (death's  itamp) 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took ;  from  face  to  foot 
He  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whofe  every  motion 
Was  tim'd  with  dying  cries :  alone  he  enter'd 
The  mortal  gate  o5  the  city,  which  he  painted 
With  fhunlefs  defliny  ;  aidlefs  came  off, 
And  with  a  fudden  re-inforcement  ftruck 
Corioli,  like  a  planet:  Now,  all's  his: 
When  by  and  by  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 
His  ready  fenfe  :  then  ftraight  his  doubled  fpirii 
Re- quicken 'd  what  in  fiefli  was  fatigate, 
And  to  the  battle  came  he  ;  where  he  did 
-Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
'Twere  a  perpetual  fpoil;  and,  till  we  cajl'd 
Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  never  flood 
To  eafe  his  breaft  with  panting. 
Mm.  Worthy  man  ! 

I  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  meafure  fit  the  honours 
Which  we  devife  him 

Com.  Cur  fpoil s  he  kick'd  at ; 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o'  the  world:  he  covets  lefs 
Than  mifery  itfelf  would  give;  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them  ;  and  is  content 
To  fpend  his  time,  to  end  it. 

Men.  He's  right  noble  ; 
Let  him  be  called  for. 

i  Sen.  Call  Coriolanus. 

Off.  He  doth  appear. 

Re-enter  Cor  id  a?:  us. 

Me??.  The  fenate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleas 'd 
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To  make  thee  conful. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  itill 
My  life  and  fendces. 

Men.  It  then  remains 
That  you  do  fpeak  to  the  people. 

Cor.  I  do  befeech  you, 
Let  me  o'er-leap  that  cuftom  :  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  gown,  fcand  naked,  and  entreat  them 
For  my  wound's  fake,  to  give  their  fufFrage :  pleafe  you, 
That  1  may  pafs  this  doing.  s 

Sic*  Sir,  the  people 
M-aR  have  their  voices ;  neither  will  they  bate 
One  jot  of  ceremony. 

Men.  Put  them  not  to't : 
Pray  you,  go  f  t  you  to  the  cuftom ;  and 
Take  to  you,  as  your  predeceffors  have, 
Ycur  honour  with  your  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  part 
That  I  (hall  biufh  in  acting,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people. 

Bru.  Mark  you  that? 

(cr.  To  brag  unto  them, — Thus  I  did,  and  thus; 
Shew  them  thfc  imaching  fears,  which  I  mould  hide, 
As  if  l  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only  : — 

Men.  Do  not  (land  upon  3t. — 
We  recommend  to  you,  tribunes  of  the  people, 
Our  purpoie  to  them  ; — and  to  our  noble  conful 
Wifh  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Sen.  To  CorioJ;,nus  come  all  joy  and  honour  ! 

[Flcurijh.    Cornets.    Then  Exeunt. 
Mauent  Sic  in! us,  and  Brutus.. 
Bru.  You  fee  how  he  intends  to  ufe  the  people. 
Sic.  May  they  perceive  his  intent!  He  will  require 
them, 

As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requeued 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru    Come,  we'll  inform  them 
Of  our  p;  bceeVlitfg  h-rc  :  on,  the  market  place, 
I  knov, ,  they  do  attend  us.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III. 

The  Foru7n. 
Enter  feuen  or  eight  Citizens. 

1  Cit.  Once,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we  oughi 
not  to  deny  him. 

2  Cit.  We  may,  fir,  if  we  will. 

3  Cit.  We  have  power  in  ourfelves  to  do  it,  but 
it  is  a  power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do :  for  if 
he  mew  us  his  wounds,  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we 
are  to  put  our  tongues  into  thofe  wounds,  and  fpeak 
for  them  ;  fo,  if  he  tell  us  his  noble  deeds,  we  mull 
alfo  tell  him  our  noble  acceptance  of  them.  Ingra- 
titude is  monftrous:  and  for  the  multitude  to  be  in- 
grateful,  were  to  make  a  moniter  of  the  multitude ; 
of  the  which  we  being  members,  mould  bring  our- 
felves to  be  rnonftrous  members. 

1  Cit.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a 
little  help  will  ferve ;  for  once,  when  we  Hood  up 
about  the  corn,  he  himfelf  lluck  not  to  call  us — the 
many-headed  multitude. 

3  Cit.  We  have  been  calPd  fo  of  many ;  not  that 
our  heads  are  fome  brown,  fome  black,  fome  auburn, 
fome  bald,  but  that  our  wits  are  fo  diverfeiy  colour'd  : 
and  truly,  I  think,  if  all  our  wits  were  to  iffue  out 
of  one  fcull,  they  would  fly  earl,  weft,  north,  fouth; 
and  their  confent  of  one  direct  way  mould  be  at  once 
to  all  the  points  o'  the  compafs. 

2  Cit.  Think  you  fo?  Which  way,  do  you  judge, 
my  wit  would  fly  } 

3  Cit.  Nay,  your  wit  v  ill  not  fo  foon  out  as  ano- 
ther man's  will,  'tis  ftrongly  wedg'd  up  in  a  block- 
head :  but  if  it  were  at  liberty,  'twould,  fure,  fouth? 
ward. 

2  Cit.  Why  that  way  ? 

3  Cit.  To  lofe  itfelf  in  a  fog;  where  being  three 
parts  melted  away  with  rotten  dews,  the  fourth  would 
return  for  confcience  fake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  wife* 

2  Cit.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks :. — 
You  may,  you  may. 
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3  Cit.  Are  you  all  refolv'd  to  give  your  voices  ? 
But  that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it.  I 
fay,  if  he  would  incline  to  the  people,  there  was 
never  a  worthier  man. 

E?iter  C  or  id  anus ,  and  Menenius. 
Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  humility ; 
mark  his  behaviour.  We  are  net  to  flay  all  toge- 
ther, but  to  come  by  him  where  he  Hands,  by  ones, 
by  twos,  and  by  threes.  He's  to  make  his  requeft 
by  particulars  ;  wherein  every  one  oi  us  has  a  Tingle 
honour,  in  giving  him  our  own  voices  with  our 
own  tongues  :  therefore  follow  me,  ami  I'll  direct 
you  how  vou  mail  go  by  him. 

All.  Content,  content. 

Men.  O  fir,  you  are  not  right ;  Have  you  not  known 
The  worthier!;  men  have  done 't  ? 

Cor.  What  muft  I  fay? 

I  pray,  fir,  Plague  upon 't !  I  cannot  bring 

My  tongue  to  fuch  a  pace:  Look,  fir; — my  wounds; — 
I  got  them  in  my  country's  fervice,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 
From  the  noile  of  our  own  drums. 

Men.  O  me,  the  gods ! 
You  muft  not  fpeakof  that;  you  muft  defire  them 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cor.  Think  upon  me  ?  Hang  'em  1 
I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  virtues 
Which  our  divines  lofe  by  'em. 

Men.  You'll  mar  all ; 
I'll  leave  you  :  Pray  yeu  fpeak  to  'em,  I  pray  ycu, 
In  wholeibme  manner.  [Exit. 
Citizens  approach. 

Cor.  Bid  them  wafh  their  faces, 
And  keep  their  teeth  clean. — So  here  comes  a  brace. 
You  know  the  cauie,  firs,  of  my  (landing  here. 

I  Cit.  We  do,  fir;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  vou 
to't. 

Cor.  Mine  own  defert. 
z  Cit.  Your  own  defert  ? 
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Cor.  Ay,  not  mine  own  deiire. 

i  6 it.  How!  not  your  own  defire  ? 

Cor.  No,  fir;  'Twas  never  my  deiire  yet 
To  trouble  the  poor  with  begging. 

I  Cit.  You  muft  think,  if  we  give  you  any  thing, 
we  hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  then,  I  pray,  your  price  o'  the  con- 
ful&ip? 

I  Cit.  The  pi  ice  is,  to  afk  it  kindly. 

Cor.  Kindly  ? 
Sir,  I  pray,  let  me  ha't :  I  have  wounds  to  Ihew  you, 
Which  fhall  beyour's  in  private. — Your  good  voice, 
fu; 

What  fay  you  ? 

Both  Cit.  You  mall  have  it  worthy  fir. 

Cor.  A  match,  fir: — There's  in  all  two  worthy 
voices  begg'd : — 
I  have  your  alms  ;  adieu. 

1  Cit.  But  this  is  fomething  odd. 

2  Cit.  An  'twere  tc  give  again, — But  'tis  no  mat- 

ter. [Exeunt* 
Enter  tnvo  other  Citizens. 
Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  ftand  with  the  tune 
of  your  voices,  that  I  may  conful,  I  have  here  the 
cuftomary  gown. 

i  Cit.  You  have  deferv'd  nobly  of  your  country, 
and  you  have  not  deferv'd  nobly. 
Cor.  Your  aenigma  ? 

i  Cit.  You  have  been  a  fcourge  to  her  enemies, 
you  have  been  a  rod  to  her  friends  ;  you  have  not, 
indeed,  loved  the  common  people. 

Ccr.  You  fhould  acc  ount  me  the  more  virtuous, 
that  I  have  not  been  common  in  my  love.  I  will, 
fir,  flatter  my  fwcrn  brother,  the  people,  to  earn  a 
dearer  eftimation  of  them  ;  'tis  a  condition  they  ac- 
count gentle  ;  r.nd  fince  the  wifdorn  of  their  choice 
is  rather  to  have  my  hat  than  my  heart,  I  will  pracTtife 
the  infinuating  nod,  and  be  ofF  to  them  moft  coun- 
terfeit! v  ;  that  it  is,  fir,  I  will  counterfeit  the  be- 
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wifcchment  of  fame  popular  man,  and  give  it  boun- 
tifully to  the  deiirers.  Therefore,  befeech  von,  I 
may  be  conful. 

2  Ch.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  friend  ;  and  there- 
fore give  ygu  our  voices  heartily. 

i  Cit,  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  your 
country7. 

Ccr.  I  will  not  leal  your  knowledge  with  mewing 
them.  I  will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  fo 
trouble  you  no  further. 

B:.:h.  The  gods  give  you  joy,  fir,  heartily  ! 

[Exeunt* 

C:r.  Moft  fwect  voices  !  

Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  ftarve, 
Than  crave  the  hire  which  irft  we  do  defer  ve. 
Why  in  this  woolvifh  gO"wn  mould  I  ftand  here, 
To  beg  of  Hob,  and  D;ck,  that  does  appear. 
Their  needlefs  vouches?  Cuilom  calls  me  to  ?t: — 
What  cuilom  wills,  in  all  things  mould  we  do  \. 
The  4g£  cr,  ynjjic[tic  time  would  lie  imfv.ept, 
And  mountainous  error  uc  S3  atgluy  ^eai>  u 
For  truth  to  over-peer. — Rather  than  fool  it  fo, 
Let  the  high  GiTic-5  and  the  honour  ga 
To  one  that  v/ould  do  thus. — 1  am  half  through  ; 
The  one  part  fuffer'd,  the  other  will  I  do. 

Enter  three  Citizens  ?ncre> 
Here  come  more  voices. — 
Your  voices;  for  your  voices  I  have  fought  ; 
Watched  for  your  voices  ;  for  your  voices  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  odd  ;  battles  thrice  fix 
1  have  feen,  and  heard  of;  for  your  voices,  have 
Done  many  things,  fome  lefs,  fome  more  :  your 

voices  : 
Indeed.  \  would  be  conful. 

1  Cit.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without 
any  hone  ft  man's  \  oice. 

2  Cr.  Therefore  let  him  be  conful:  The  gods 
give  him  joy,  and  m::ke  him  good  friend  to  the  peo- 
ple ! 
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All.  Amen,  amen. — God  fave  thee,  r.oble  conful ! 

[Exeunt. 

Cor.  Worthy  voices  ! 

Enter  Mcnenius,  with  Brutus,  and  Sicinius. 
Men.  You  have  flood  your  limitation;   and  the 
tribunes 

Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice  :  Remains, 
That,  in  the  official  marks  inveiled,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  fenate. 
Cor.  Is  this  done  ? 

Sic,  The  cuflom  of  requeH  you  have  difcharg'd  ; 
The  people  do  admit  you ;  and  are  fummon'd 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor.  Where  ?  at  the  fenate-home  ? 

Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  May  I  chunge  thefe  garments  ? 

Sic.  Y ou  may,  fir. 

Cor.  That  I'll  ilraight  do  ;  and,  knowing  myfelf 
again, 

Repair  to  tae  fenate-houfe. 

Men.  I'll  keep  you  company  .—Will  you  along? 

Bru.  We  ftay  here  for  the  people. 

Sk.  Fare  you  well.         [Exeunt  Ccriol.  and  Men. 
He  has  it  now;  and  by  his  looks,  rnethinks, 
'Tis  warm  at  his  heart. 

Bru.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 
His  humble  weeds  :  Will  you  difmifs  the  people? 
Re-enter  Citizens. 

Sic.  How  now,  my  mailers  ?  have  you  chofe  this 
man  ? 

1  Cit.  He  has  our  voices,  fir. 

Bru.  We  pray  the  g"ds,  he  may  deferve  your  loves. 

2  Cit.  Amen,  fir':  To  my  poor  unw  orthy  notice, 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 

3  Cit.  Certainly,  he  Routed  us  down-right. 

1  Cit.  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  fpeech,  he  did  not  mock 

us. 

2  Cit.  Not  one  among!!  us,  fave  yourfelf,  but  favs, 
He  us'd  us  fcornfully  :  he  mould  have  mew 'd  us  ' 
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His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  receiv'd  for  his  countrv. 
Sic  Why,  fo  he  did,  I  am  Aire. 
All.  No,  no  man  faw  'em. 

3  Cit.  He  faid,  he  had  wounds,  which  he  could 

lhew  in  private ; 
And  with  his  hat,  thus  waving  it  in  fcorn, 
I  would  he  conful,  fays  he,  aged  cu(lo?n, 
But  by  your  voices,  will  not  Jo  per /nit  me  : 
Tour  voices  therefore  :  When  we  granted  that. 
Here  was, — /  thank  ycu  for  your  voices,  thank  you, — 
Tour  7noft  fweet  voices  ; — novo  you  have  left  your  voices^ 
I  have  nothing  further  with  you   Was  not  this 

mockery  ? 

Sic.  Why,  either,  were  you  ignorant  to  fee  ?t  ? 
Or  feeing  it,  of  fuch  chiidiih  friendlinefs 
To  yield  your  voices  ? 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 
As  you  were  leffoned, — When  he  had  no  power, 
But  was  a  petty  fervant  to  the  ftate, 
He  was  your  enemy  ;  ever  fpake  again:!: 
Your  liberties,  and  the  charters  that  you  bear 
I'  the  body  of  the  weal :  and  now,  arriving 
A  place  of  potency,  and  fway  o'  the  Hate, 
If  he  mould  ftill  malignantly  remain 
Fail:  foe  to  the  plebeii,  your  voices  might 
Be  curfes  to  yourfelves :  You  mould  have  faid, 
That,  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  lefs 
Than  what  he  ftood  for ;  fo  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and 
Tranflate  his  malice  towards  you  into  love, 
Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

■Sic.  Thus  to  have  faid, 
As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  had  touch'd  his  fpirit, 
And  try'd  his  inclination  ;  from  him  pluck'd 
Either  his  gracious  promife,  which  you  might, 
A6  caufe  had  call'd  you  up,  have  held  him  to  ; 
Of  elfcit  would  have  gall'd  hisfurly  nature, 
Which  eafily  endures  not  article, 
Tying  him  to  aught;  fo,  putting  him  tor.ige. 
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You  lhould  have  ta'en  the  advantage  of  hischoler, 
And  pafs'd  him  unelected. 

Bru.  Did  you  perceive, 
He  did  folici  t  you  in  free  contempt, 
When  he  did  need  your  loves ;  and  do  you  think, 
This  his  contempt  mall  not  be  bruifing  to  you, 
When  he  hath  power  to  crufh?  Why,  had  your  bodies 
No  heart  among  you  ?  Or  had  you  tongues,  to  cry 
Againll  the  re&orfhip  of  judgment  f 

Sic.   Have  you, 
Ere  now,  deny'd  the  alker  ?  and,  now  again, 
On  him,  that  did  not  afk,  but  mock,  bellow 
Your  fu'd-for  tongues  ? 

3  67/.  He's  not  confirm'd,  wre  may  deny  him  yet, 

2  Cit.  And  will  deny  him  : 
I'll  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  found. 

I  Cit.  I  twice  five  hundred,  and  their  friends  to 
piece  'em. 

Bru.  Get  you  hence  inftantly  ;  and  tell  thofe 
friends, — 

They  have  chofe  a  conful,  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  liberties  ;  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dogs,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking, 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  fo. 

Sic.  Let  them  afTemble  ; 
And,  on  a  fafer  judgment,  all  revoke 
Your  ignorant  election :  Enforce  his  pride, 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you  :  befides,  forget  not 
With  what  contempt  he  v/ore  the  humble  weed  ; 
How  in  his  fuit  he  fcorn'd  you  :  but  your  loves. 
Thinking  upon  his  fervices,  took  from  you 
The  apprehenfion  of  his  prefent  portance, 
Which  moft  gibingly,  ungravely,  he  didfafhion 
After  the  inveterate  hate  he  bears  you. 
Bru.  Lay 

A  fault  on  us,  your  tribunes ;  that  we  labour'd, 
{No  impediment  between)  but  that  you  mufl; 
Caft  your  election  on  him. 
♦      Sic.  Say,  you  chofe  him 
Vol.  VI.  N 
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More  after  our  commandment,  than  as  guided 
By  your  own  true  afFeclicns :  and  tliat>  your  minds 
Pre-occupy'd  with  what  ycu  rather  muri  do 
Than  what  you  mould,  made  yon  againft  the  grain 
To  voice  him  conful :  Lay  the  fault  on  us. 
Bru.  Ay,  fpare  us  not.    Say,  we  read  lectures  to 
you, 

How  youngly  he  began  to  ferve  his  country, 
How  long  continued:  and  what  ftbck  he  fprings  of, 
The  noble  houfe  o'  the  Marcians ;  from  whence  came 
That  Ancus  Marcius,  Numa's  daughter's  fon, 
Who,  after  great  Hoflilius,  here  was  king : 
Of  the  fame  houfe  Publius  and  Quintus  were, 
That  cur  befl  water  brought  by  conduits  hither ; 
And  Cenforinus,  darling  of  the  people, 
And  nobly  nam?d  fo,  twice  being  cenfor, 
Was  his  great  anceftor, 

Sic.  One  thus  defcended, 
That  hath  befide  well  in  his  perfon  wrought 
To  be  fet  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances  :  but  you  have  found, 
Scaling  his  prefent  bearing  With  his  part, 
That  he's  your  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  fudden  approbation. 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  done 't, 

(Harp  on  that  Hill)  but  by  our  putting  on  : 

And  prefently,  w  hen  you  have  drawn  your  number 

Repair  to  the  Capitol. 

All.  We  will  lb  :  almoft  all 

Repent  in  their  election.  [Exeunt  Citizens 

Bru.  Let  them  go  on  ; 

This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard, 

Than  Hay,  pall  doubt,  for  greater: 

If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 

With  their  rcfufal,  both  obferve  and  anfwer 

The  vantage  of  his  anger. 
Sic.  To  the  Capitol,  come; 

We  will  be  there  before  the  ftream  o'  the  people ; 

And  this  faall  feem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own, 

Which  wc  have  goaded  onward.  \  Exc:ntt 
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ACT    III.        SCENE  I. 

A  Siren. 

Cornets.     Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Cominius,  Titus 
Lartiusy  and  other  Senators. 

Cor.  H^ULLUS  Aufidius  then  had  made  new 
JL  head  ? 

Lart.  He  had  my  lord  ;  and  that  it  was,  which 
caus'd 

Oar  fwifter  compofition. 

Cor.  So  then  the  Volfces  Hand  but  as  at  fir  ft  ; 
Ready,  when  time  mall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
Upon  us  again. 

Com.  They  are  worn,  lord  conful,  fo, 
That  we  mall  hardly  in  our  ages  fee 
Their  banners  wave  again. 

Cor.  Saw  you  Aufidius  ? 

Lart.  On  fafe-guard  he  came  to  me;  and  did  curfe 
Againrl  the  Voifces,  for  they  had  fo  vilely 
Yielded  the  town  :  He  is  retir'd  to  Antium. 

Cor.  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 

Lart.  He  did,  my  lord. 

Cor.  How?  what? 

Lart.  How  often  he  had  met  you,  fword  to  fword: 
That,  of  all  things  upon  the  earth,  he  hated 
Your  perfon  moil ;  that  he  would  pawn  his  fortunes 
To  hopelefs  refUtution,  fo  he  might 
Be  call'd  your  vanquifher. 

Ccr.  At  Antium  lives  he? 

Lart.  At  Antium. 

Cor.  I  wifh  I  had  a  caufe  to  feek  him  there, 
To  oppofe  his  hatred  fully. — Welcome  home. 

[2g  Lart  his* 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Behold  !  thefe  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people, 
The  tongues  o'thecommon  month.  I  do  defpife  them ; 
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For  they  do  prank  them  in  authority, 
Againft  all  noble  fufFerance. 

Sic.  Pafs  no  further. 

Cor.  Ha !  what  is  that  ! 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on  ;  no  further.  - 

Cor.  What  makes  this  change  ? 
/  Men.  The  matter? 

Com.  Hath  he  not  pafs'd  the  nobles,  and  the  com- 
mons ? 

Bru.  Cominius,  no. 

Cor.  Have  I  had  children's  voices? 

Sen.  Tribunes,  give  way  ;  he  fhall  to  the  market- 
place. 

Bru.  The  people  are  incens'd  againfl  him. 

Sic.  Stop, 
Or  all  will  fall  in  broil. 

Cor.  Are  thefe  your  herd? — 
Muft  thefe  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  now, 
And  ftraight  difclaim  their  tongues  ! — What  are 
your  offices  ? 

You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  teeth? 
Have  you  not  fet  them  on  ? 
Men.  Ee  calm,  be  calm. 

Cor.  It  is  a  purpes'd  thing,  and  grows  by  plot, 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobility  : — 
Sufrer't,  and  live  with  fuch  as  cannot  rule, 
Nor  ever  will  be  rul'd. 

Bru.  Call't  not  a  plot: 
The  people  cry,  you  mock'd  them^'and  of  late, 
When  corn  was  given  them  gratis,  you  repin'd  ; 
Scandal'd  the  Suppliants  for  the  people;  oili'd  them 
1  ime-pleafers,  flatterers,  foes  to  noblenefs. 

Cor.  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru.  Not  to  them  all. 

Cor.  Have  you  inforrn'd  them  fince  ? 

Bru.  How!  I  inform  them ! 

Cor.  You  are  like  to  do  fuch  bufinefs. 

Bru.  Not  unlike, 
Each  way,  to  better  yours. 
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Cor.  Why  then  mould  I  be  conful  ?  By  yon  clouds, 
Let  me  defer  ve  fo  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow  tribune. 

Sic.  You  mew  too  much  of  that, 
For  which  the  people  ftir  :  If  you  will  pafs 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  mull  enquire  your  way, 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  fpirit ; 
Or  never  be  fo  noble  as  a  conful, 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 

Men.  Let's  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people  are  abus'd : — Set  on. — This  pal- 
t'ring 

Becomes  not  Rome ;  nor  has  Coriolanus 

Deferv'd  this  fo  dimonour'd  rub,  laid  falfly 

1*  the  plain  way  of  his  merit.  %> 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  corn  ! 
This  was  my  fpeech,  and  I  will  fpeak't  again  ; — 

Men.  Not  now,  not  now. 

Sen.  Not  in  this  heat,  fir,  now. 

Cor.  Now,  as  I  live,  I  will. — JVIy  nobler  friends, 
I  crave  their  pardons  : 

For  the  mutable,  rank-fcented  many,  let  them 
Regard  me  as  I  do  not  flatter,  and 
Therein  behold  themfelves  :  I  fay  again, 
In  foothing  them,  v/e  nourifh  'gainft  our  fenate 
The  cockle  of  rebellion,  infolence,  fedition, 
Which  we  ourfelves  have  ploughed  for,  fow'd,  and 
fcatter'd, 

By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honoured  number ; 
Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  beggars. 

Men.  Well,  no  more. 

Sen.  No  more  words,  we  befeech  you. 

Cor.  How  !  no  more  ? 
As  for  my  country  I  have  fhed  my  blood, 
Not  fearing  outward  force,  fo  mall  my  lungs 
Coin  words  till  their  decay,  againft  thofe  meazels, 
Which  we  difdain  fhould  tetter  ks,  yet  fought 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 
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Bru.  You  fpeak  o'  the  people, 
As  if  you  were  a  god  to  punilh,  not 
A  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Sic.  'Twere  well, 
We  let  the  people  know 't. 

Men.  What,  what?  hischoler? 

Cor  Cholerl 
Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  fleep, 
By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind,  n 

Sic.  It  is  a  mind 
That  lhall  remain  a  poifon  where  it  is, 
Not  poifon  any  further. 

Cor.  Shall  remain ! — 
Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows  ?  mark  you 
His  abfolute  Jhall? 

Com.  'Twas  from  the  canon. 

Cor.  Shall! 
O  gods ! — But  moil  unwife  patricians,  why, 
You  grave,  but  recklefs  fenators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hydra  here  to  choofe  an  officer, 
That  with  his  peremptory  Jhall,  being  but 
The  horn  and  noifeo'  themonfters,  wants  not  fpirit 
To  fay,  he'll  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch, 
And  make  your  channel  his  ?  If  he  have  power, 
Then  vail  your  ignorance  :  If  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  lenity.    If  you  are  learned, 
Be  not  as  common  fools  ;  if  you  are  not, 
Let  them  have  cufnions  by  you.    You  are  plebeians, 
If  they  be  fenators ;  and  they  are  no  lefs, 
When,  both  your  voices  blended  ;  the  greater!  tafte 
Moil  palates  theirs.    They  choofe  their  magiftratc  ; 
And  fuch  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  Jhall, 
His  popular  Jhall,  against  a  graver  bench 
Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece  !  By  Jove  himfelf, 
It  makes  the  confuls  bafe ;  and  my  foul  akes, 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up, 
Neither  fupreme,  how  foon  confufion 
May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take         \  \ 
The  one  by  the  other. 


J  Si  HI-  G0R10LANU5.  I5I 


Com.  Well, — on  to  the  market-place. 

Cor.  Whoever  gave  that  counfel,  to  give  forth 
The  corn  o'  the  ftore-houfe  gratis,  as  'twas  us'd 
Sometime  in  Greece, — 

Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that. 

Cor.  (Though  there  the  people  had  more  abfolute 
power) 

I  fay,  they  nouriih'd  difobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  ftate. 

Bru.  Why,  mail  the  people  give 
One,  that  fpeaks  thus,  their  voice? 

Cor.  I'll  give  my  reafons, 
Mere  worthier  than  their  voices.    They  know,  the 
corn 

Was  not  our  recompence  ;  refting  well  afTur'd 
They  ne'er  did  fervice  for 't :   Being  prefs'd  to  the 
war, 

Even  when  the  navel  of  the  ftate  was  touch'd, 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates  :  This  kind  of  fer- 
vice 

Did  not  deferve  corn  gratis :  Being  i'  the  war, 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherein  they  fhew'd 
Molt  valour,  fpoke  not  for  them  :  The  accufation 
Which  they  have  often  made  againit.  the  fenate, 
All  caufe  unborn,  could  never  be  the  native 
Of  cur  fo  frank  donation.    Well,  what  then? 
How  fhall  this  bofom  multiplied  digeft 
The  fenate's  courtefy  ?  Let  deeds  exprefs 
What's  like  to  be  their  words  : — V  We  did  requeft 
it  ;— 

*(  We  are  the  greater  poll,  and  in  true  fear 
"  They  gave  us  our  demands  :5' — Thus  we  debafe 
The  nature  of  our  feats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares,  fears  :  which  will  in  time  break  ope 
The  locks  o'  the  fenate,  and  bring<ri  the  crows 
To  peck  the  eagles — 

Men.  Come,  enough. 

Bru.  Enough,  with  over-meafure. 

Cor,  No,  take  more  ; 
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What  may  be  fworn  by,  both  divine  and  human, 
Seal  what  I  end  withal  ! — This  double  worlhip, — 
Where  one  part  does  difdain  with  caufe,  the  other 
Inftrlt  without  all  reafon  ;  where  gentry,  title,  wifdom 
Cannot  conclude,  but  by  the  yea  and  no 
Of  general  ignorance, — it  muir  omit 
Real  necenities,  and  give  way  the  v»  hile 
To  unliable  flightnefs ;  purpcTe  To  barr'd,  it  follows, 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpofe :    Therefore,  beieech 

you,   v 

You  that  will  be  fefj  fearful  than  difcreet ; 
That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  ilate, 
More  than  you  doubt  the  change  of  't ;  that  prefer 
A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wiin 
To  jump  a  body  with  a  dangerous  phyfic, 
That's  fure  of  death  without  it, — at  once  pluck  out 
The  multitudinous  tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  fweet  which  is  their  pcifon  :  Your  dishonour 
Mangles  true  judgment,  and  bereaves  theftate 
Of  that  integrity  which  fhould  become  it ; 
Not  having  power  to  do  the  good  it  would, 
For  the  ill  which  doth  controul  it. 
Sru.  He  has  (aid  enough. 

Sic.  He  has  fpoken  like  a  traitor,  and  mail  anfwer 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor.  Thou  wretch  !  defpight  o'erwhelm  thee  ! 
What  mould  the  people  do  with  thefe  bald  tribunes  ? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 
To  the  greater  bench  :  In  a  rebellion, 
When  what's  not  meet,  but  what  muft  be,  was  law, 
Then  were  they  chofen  ;  in  a  better  hour, 
Let  what  is  meet,  be  faid,  it  muft  be  meet, 
And  throw  their  power  i'  the  duft. 

Bru.  Manifeft  treafon. 

Sic.  This  a  conful  ?  no. 

Bru.  The  aediles,  ho?  Let  him  be  apprehended,, 
Sic,  Go,  call  the  people  :  [Exit  Brutus. \  in  whefc 
name,  myfelf 
Attach  thee,  as  a  traiterous  innovator, 
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A  foe  to  the  public  weal :  Obey,  I  charge  thee. 
And  follow  to  thine  anfwer. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  goat ! 

All,  We'll  farety  him. 

Com,  Aged  fir,  hands  oil'. 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  ihall  ihake  thy  bones  y 
Out  of  thy  garments. 

Sic.  Help  me,  citizens. 
Re-enter  Brutus,  with  a  rabble  of  Citizens,   with  the 
JEdiles. 

Men.  On  both  iides  more  refpe£t. 

Sic.  Here's  he,  that  would 
Take  from  you  aU  your  power. 

Bru.  Seize  him,  a^diles. 

All.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him  ! 

2  Sen.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons ! 

[  They  all  bujlle  about  Coriolanus. 
Tribunes,  patricians,  citizens! — what  ho!— 
Sicinius,  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  citizens  ! 

AIL  Peace,  peace,  peace  ;  flay,  hold,  peace  ! 

Men.  What  is  about  to  be? — I  am  out  of  breath  ; 

Confufion's  near ;  I  cannot  fpeak  :  You,  tribunes 

To  the  people, — Coriolanus,  patience : — 
Speak,  good  Sicinius. 

Sic.  Hear  me,  people  :  Peace. 

All.  Let's  hear  our  tribunes  :  Peace.  Speak, 

fpeak,  fpeak. 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lofe  your  liberties  : 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you ;  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  nam'd  for  conful. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie! 
This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 

1  Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 

Sic.  What  is  the  city,  but  the  people  ? 

AIL  True, 
The  people  are  the  city. 

Bru.  By  the  confent  of  all,  we  were  eftablifh/l 
The  people's  magiflrates. 

AIL  You  fo  remain. 
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Men.  And  fo  are  like  to  do. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat ; 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation  ; 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  difiin&ly  ranges, 
^n  heaps  and  piles  of  ruin. 

Sic.  This  deferves  death. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  ftand  to  our  authority, 
Or  let  us  lofe  it :  We  do  here  pronounce, 
Upon  the  part  o'  the  people,  in  whofe  power 
We  were  elecled  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  prefent  death. 

Sic.  Therefore,  lay  hold  of  him  ; 
Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thence 
Into  deftrutlion  cart,  him. 

Bru.  ^Ediles,  feize  him. 

All.  Yield,  Marcius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word. 
Befeech  you,  tribunes,  hear  me  but  a  word . 

jEdiles.  Peace,  peace. 

Men.  Be  that  you  feem,  truly  your  country's  friend, 
And  temperately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redrefs. 

Bru.  Sir,  thofe  cold  ways, 
That  feem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poifonous 
Where  the  difeafe  is  violent : — Lay  hands  upon  him, 
And  bear  him  to  the  rock. 

[  Coriolanus  draws  his  fitoord. 
Cor.  No:  I'll  die  here. 
There's  fome  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting  ; 
Come,  try  upon  yourfelves  what  you  have  feen  me. 
Men.  Down  with  that  fword Tribunes,  with- 
draw a  while. 
Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 
Men.  Help,  Marcius!  help, 
You  that  be  noble ;  help  him,  young  and  old  ! 
All.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him  !  [Exeunt. 
[In  this  mutiny,  the  Tribunes,  the  jEdiles,  and  the 
People  are  beat  in. 
Men.  Go,  get  you  to  your  houfe;  begone,  away, 
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AI!  will  be  naught  elfe. 

2  Sen,  Get  you  gone. 

Ccr.  Stand  faft  ; 
We  haVe  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 

Men,  Shall  it  be  put  to  that? 

1  ?en.  The  gods'  forbid  ! 
I  pr'ythee  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  houfe: 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  caufc. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  fore  upon  us, 
You  cannot  tent  yourfelf :  Be  gone,  'befeech  you, 

Com.  Come,  fir,  along  with  us. 

Cor.  I  would  they  were  barbarians,  (as  they  are, 
Though  in  Rome  litterM) ;  not  Romans,  (as  they  are 
not, 

Though  calv'd  i'  the  porch  o"  the  Capitol). — Begone. 

Men.  Put  not  your  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue  ; 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Cor.  On  fair  ground, 
I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  myfeff 
Take  up  a  brace  of  the  beil:  of  them  ;  yea,  the  two 
tribunes. 

Com.  But  now  it  is  odds  beyond  arithmetic ; 
And  manhood  is  call'd  foolery,  when  it  ftands 
Againfr.  a  falling;  fabric. — Will  you  hence, 
Before  the  tag  return  ?  whofe  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o'erbear 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you,  be  gone  : 
I'll  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  in  requefi 
With  thofe  that  have  but  little  ;  this  mull  be  patch'd 
Writh  cloth  of  any  colour. 
Com.  Nay,  come  away. 

[Exeunt  Ccr 7 'clan us  and  Co  mini  us. 
I  Sen.  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 
Men.  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world  ; 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 
Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.     Kis  hearth  his 
mouth : 
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What  his  bread  forges,  that  his  tongue  mull  vent ; 
And,  being  angry,  doth  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  the  name  cf  death.  [A  notfi  within. 

Here's  goodly  work  ! 

2  Sen.  I  would  they  were  a-bed  ! 

Men.  I  would  they  were  in  Tiber  ! — What,  the 
vengeance, 
Could  he  not  lpeak  'em  fair  ? 
Enter  Brutus,  and  Sicinius,  uoitb  the  rabble  again. 

Sic.  Where  is  this  viper, 
That  will  depopulate  the  city,  and 
Be  every  man  himfelff 

Men.  You  worthy  tribunes, — 

Sic.  He  mail  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  reck. 
With  rigorous  hands ;  he  hath  refilled  law, 
And  therefore  law  mall  (corn  him  further  trial 
Than  the  feverity  of  public  power, 
Which  he  fo  fets  at  nought. 

i  Cit.  He  mail  well  know, 
The  noble  tribunes  are  the  people's  mouths, 
And  we  their  hands. 

All.  He  mall  lure  out. 

Men.  Sir,  fir,  

Sic.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  cry,  havoc,  where  you  mould  but  hunt 
With  modefl  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  comes  it,  that  you 
Have  holp  to  make  this  refcue  r 

Men.  Hear  me  fpeak  : — 
As  I  do  know  the  conful 's  worthinefs, 
So  can  1  name  his  faults: — 

Sic  Conful! — what  confute 

Men.  The  conful  Coriolanus. 

Eru.  He  conful ! 

All.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Men.  If,  by  the  tribunes'  leave,  and  your's,  good 
people, 

T  may  be  heard,  I'd  crave  a  word  or  two  ; 
The  which  fhall  turn  you  to  no  furthc~  harm, 
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Than  fo  much  lofs  of  time. 

Sic.  Speak  briefly  then  ; 
For  Ave  are  peremptory,  to  difpatch 
This  viperous  traitor ;  to  eject  him  hence, 
Were  but  one  danger  ;  and,  to  keep  him  here, 
Our  certain  death  ;  therefore,  it  is  decreed, 
He  dies  to-night. 

Men.  Nov/  the  good  gods  forbid, 
That  our  renowned  Rome,  whofe  gratitude 
Towards  her  deferved  children  is  enroll'd 
In  Jove's  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own  ! 

Sic.  He's  a  difeafe  that  mult  be  cut  away, 

Men.  O.  he's  a  limb,  that  has  but  a  difeafe  ; 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  clr ;  to  cure  it,  eafy. 
What  has  he  done  to  Rome,  that's  worthy  death? 
Killing  our  enemies  ?  The  blood  he  hath  loll, 
(Which  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  that  he  hath, 
By  many  .an  ounce)  he  dropp'd  it  for  his  country ; 
And,  what  is  left,  to  lofe  it  by  his  country, 
Were  to  us  all,  that  do't,  and  fufFer  it, 
A  brand  to  the  end  o'  the  world. 

Sic.  This  is  clean  kam. 

Bru.  Merely  awry  :  When  he  did  love  his  country, 
It  honour'd  him. 

Men.  The  fervice  of  the  foot 
Being  once  gangren'd,  is  not  then  refpecled 
For  what  before  it  was  ? 

Bru.  We'll  hear  no  more  — 
Purine  him  to  his  houfe,  and  pluck  him  thence ; 
Left  his  infection,  being  of  catching  nature, 
Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word. 
This  tyger-footed  rage,  when  it  fhall  find 
The  harm  of  unfcann'd  fwiftnefs,  will,  too  late, 
Tie  leaden  pounds  to  his  heels.   Proceed  by  procefs; 
Left  parties  (as  he  is  belov'd)  break  out, 
And  fack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru.  If  it  were  fo — 

Vol.  VI,  O 
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Sic.  What  do  ye  talk  ? 
Have  we  not  had  a  tafte  of  his  obedience? 
Our  aediles  fmote  ?  ourfelves  refilled  ? — Come — 

Men.  Confider  this; — He  hathbeenbredi'  the  war, 
Since  he  could  draw  a  fword,  and  is  ill  fchooPd 
In  boiilted  language  ;  meal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  diftin&ion.    Give  me  leave, 
Pll  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  mall  anfvver,  by  a  lawful  form, 
(In  peace)  to  his  utmoft  peril. 

I  Sen,  Noble  tribunes, 
It  is  the  humane  way  :  The  other  courfe 
Will  prove  too  bloody  :  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sk,  Noble  Menenius, 
Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer  : — 
Mailers,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sic.   Meet  on  the  market-place  : — We'll  attend 
you  there : 

Where,  if  you  bring  not  Marcius,  we'll  proceed 
In  our  fir  It.  way. 

Men.  I'll  bring  him  to  you: — 
Let  me  defire  your  company.  [To  the  Senators.  ]  He 

tmxtt  come, 
Or  what  is  word  will  follow. 

l  Sen,  Pray  you,  let's  to  him.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 
Coriolanus*  Houfe. 
Enter  Ccrioianus  nuith  Patricians. 
Ccr.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears ;  prefent  me 
Death  on  the  -wheel,  or  at  wild  horfes'  heels 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock, 
That  tne  prec  ipitation  might  down  flretch 
Below  the  beam  of  fight,  yet  will  I  ftill 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumnia. 
Pat,  You  do  the  nobler. 
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Ccr.  I  mufc,  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  farther,  who  ^vas  wont 
To  call  them  "woollen  vaifalsj  things  created 
To  buy  or  fell  with  groats ;  to  fhew  bare  heach 
In  congregations,  to  yawn,  be  ftill,  and  vender. 
When  one  but  of  my  ordinance  flood  up 
To  fpeak  of  peace,  or  war.  [To  Vol.}  I  talk  of  you; 
Why  did  you  vviih  me  milder?  Would  you  have  m& 
Falfe  to  my  nature  ?  Rather  lay,  I  play 
The  man  I  am. 

Vol.  O,  fir,  fir,  fir, 
I  would  have  had  you  put  your  povver  well  on, 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Cor.  Let  go. 

Vol.  You  might  have  been  enough  the  man  you  are, 
With  driving  lefs  to  be  fo  ;  Leiler  had  been 
The  thwartings  of  your  difpohtions,  if 
You  had  not  fhew'd  them  how  you  were  difpos'd 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  crofs  you. 

Cor.  Let  them  hang. 

Vol.  Ay,  and  burn  too. 

Enter  Menenius,  <with  the  Senators. 

Men.  Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough,  fome-= 
thing  too  rough ; 
You  muft  return  and  mend  it. 

Sen.  There's  no  remedy  ; 
Unlefs,    by  not  fo  doing,  cur  good  city 
Cleave  in  the  midft,  and  perifh. 

Vol.  Pray,  be  counfell'd  : 
I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours, 
But  yet  a  brain,  that  leads  my  ufe  of  anger, 
To  better  vantage. 

Men.  Well  faid,  noble  woman  : 
Before  he  mould  thus  Hoop  to  the  heed,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o'  tiie  times  craves  it  as  phyiic 
For  the  whole  mate,  I  would  put  my  armour  on> 
Which  I  can  fcarcely  bear. 

Ccr.  What  mult  I  do  ? 

Men.  Return  to  the  tribunes. 

Cor.  Well,  what  then?  \v hat  then  ? 
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Men.  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 

Cor.  For  them  : — I  cannot  do  it  to  the  gods  ; 
Mil  ft  I  then  do't  to  them  ? 

Vol.  You  are  too  ahfolute  ? 
Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble. 
But  when  extremities  fpeak,  I  have  heard  you  fay, 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unfever'cl  friends, 
V  the  war  do  grow  together:  Grant  that,  and  tell 
me, 

In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  the  other  lofe, 
That  they  combine  not  there  ? 

Cor.  Turn,  tufn  ! 

Men.  A  good  demand. 

Vol.  If  it  be  honour,  in  your  wars,  to  feem 
The  fame  you  are  not,  (which,  for  your  beft  ends, 
You  adopt  your  policy)  how  is  it  lefs,  or  worfe, 
That  it  mould  hold  companionfhip  in  peace 
With  honour,  as  in  war;  fmce  that  to  both 
It  ftands  in  like  requeft  ? 

Cor.  Why  force  you  this  ? 

Vol.  Becaufe, 
That  now  it  lies  on  you  to  fpeak  to  the  people  : 
Not  by  your  awn  instruction,  nor  by  the  matter 
Which  your  heart  prompts  you  to ;  but  with  fuch 
words 

That  are  but  rooted  in  your  tongue,  but  baftards, 

and  fyllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bofom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  diftionours  you  at  all, 
Than  to  take  in  a  town  with  gentle  words, 
Which  elfe  would  put  you  to  your  fortune,  and 

The  hazard  of  much  blood.  — 

.1  would  diffemble  with  my  nature,  where 

My  fortunes,  and  my  friends  at  flake,  required, 

J  fiiould  do  fo  in  honour  :  J  am  in  this, 

Your  wife,  your  fon,  thefe  fenators,  the  nobles ; 

And  you  will  rather  (hew  our  general  lowts 

How  you  can  frown,  than  fpend  a  fawn  upon  'em 

For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  fafeguarq 
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Of  what  that  want  might  rain. 

Men.  Noble  lady  !— 
Come,  go  with  us ;  fpeak  fair;  you  may  falve  fo. 
Not  what  is  dangerous  prefent,  but  the  iofs 
Of  what  is  paft 

Vol.  I  pr'ythee  now,  my  fon, 
Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand  ; 
Andt::us  far  having  ftretch'd  it,  (here  be  with  them) 
Thy  knee  buffing  the  ftones,  for  in  fuch  builnefs 
Adtion  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  the  ignorant 
More  learned  than  the  ears)  waving  thy  head. 
With  often,  thus,  correcting  thy  ftout  heart, 
Now  humble  as  the  ripell  mulberry, 
That  will  not  hold  the  handling  :  Or,  fay  to  them, 
Thou  art  their  foldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils, 
Haft  not  the  foft  way,  which,  thou  doft  confefs, 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  ufe,  as  they  to  claim, 
In  afking  their  good  loves ;  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thyfelf,  forfooth,  hereafter  theirs,  fo  far 
As  thou  hail  power,  and  perfon. 

Men.  This  but  done, 
Even  as  me  fpeaks,  why,  their  hearts  were  your?  : 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  afk'd,  as  free 
As  words  to  little  purpofe. 

Vol.  Pr'ythee  now, 
Go,  and  be  rul'd;  although,  1  know,  thcu  had'il 
rather 

Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  fiery  gulf, 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower.    Here  is  Cominius. 
Enter  Cominius. 
Com.  I  have  been  i' the  market-place;  and,  iir, 
tis  fit 

You  make  ftrong  party,  or  defend  yourfelf 
By  calmnefs,  or  by  abience  ;  all's  in  anger, 

Men.  Only  fair  fpeech. 

Cm.  I  think,  'twill  ler/e,  if  he 
Can  thereto  frame  his  fpirit. 

Vol.  He  muft,  and  will 
Pr'ythee,  now,  fay,  you  will,  and  go  about  it 
Oz 
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Cor.  Muft  I  go  mew  them  my  unbarb'd  fconce  * 
Mull  I, 

With  my  bafe  tongue,  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  that  it  muff  bear  i  Well,  I  will  do't : 
Yet  were  there  but  this  tingle  plot  to  lofe, 
This  mould  of  Marcius,  they  to  dull  Ihould  grind  it, 
And  throw  it  againii  the  wind. — To  the  market- 
place ; —  v 
You  have  put  me  now  to  fuch  a  part,  which  never 
I  mall  difcharge  to  the  life. 

Com.  Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  you. 

Vol.  I  pr'ythee  now,  fweet  fon ;  as  thou  haft  faid., 
My  praifes  made  thee  fir'ft  a  foldier,  fo, 
To  have  my  praife  for  this,  perform  apart 
Thou  hail  not  done  before. 

Cor.  Well,  I  muft  do't :— — 
Away,  my  difpoution,  and  po fiefs  me 
Some  harlot's  fpirit !  My  throat  of  war  be  turn'd, 
Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 
That  babies  lulls  aileep  !  The  fmiles  of  knaves 
Tent  in  my  checks  ;  and  fchooi-boys5  tears  take  up 
The  glailes  of  my  fight  S  A  beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips ;  and  my  arm'd  knees,. 
Who  bow'd  but  in  my  ftirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  rcceiv'd  an  alms  ! — I  will  not  do't;  ' 
Left  I  fureeafe  to  honour  mine  own  truth, 
And,  by  my  body's  action,  teach  my  mind 
A  moll  inherent  bafenefs. 

Vol.  At  thy  choice  then  : 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  dilhonour, 
Than  thou  of  them.    Come  all  to  ruin  ;  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  ftoutnefs ;  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.    Do  as  thou  lift. 
Thy  vaUantnefs  was  mine,  thou  fuck'dft  it  from  me; 
But  own  thy  pride  thylelf. 

Cor.  Pray,  be  content ; 
Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  market-place  ft 
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Chide  me  no  more.    I'll  mountebank  their  loves, 
Cog  their  hearts  from  thefn,  and  <  ome  home  belov'd 
Of  ail  the  trades  in  Rome.    Look,  I  am  going  : 
Commend  ine  to  my  wife.    I'll  return  conful ; 
Or  never  trull  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
I'  the  way  of  flattery  ,  further. 

Vol.  Do  your  will.  [Exit  Volumnla. 

Com.  Away,  the  tribunes  do  attend  you  :  arm 
ycurfelf 

To  anfwer  mildly  ;  for  they  are  prepar'd 
With  accufations,  as  I  hear,  more  flrong  - 
Than  are  upon  you- yet*. 

Cor.  The  word  is  mildly  : — Pray  you,  let  us  go  : 
Let  them  ac<  ufe  me  by  invention,  I 
Will  anfwer  in  mine  honour. 

Men.  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Weil,  mildly  be  it  then  ;  mildly. — 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
The  Forum. 
Enter  Sicinius,  and  Brutus. 
Bru.  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  af- 
feels 

Tyrannical  power:  If  he  evade  us  t^ere, 
Enforce  him  with  his  envv  to  the  people  : 
And  that  the  Ipoil,  got  on  the  Antiates, 
Was  ne'er  diilributed. —  What,  m  ill  he  come  ? 
Enter  an  J&dile. 
JEd.  He's  coming. 
Bru.  Hov  accompanied  ? 
JEd.  With  old  Menenius,  and  thore  fenators 
That  always  favoured  him. 

Sic.  Have  you  a  catalogue 
Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procur'd, 
Set  down  by  the  poll  ? 
JEd.  I  have  ;  'tis  ready. 
Sic.  Have  you  coile&ed  them  by  tribes  r 
jEd.  I  have. 
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Sic,  AfTemble  prefeutl/  the  people  hither  : 
And  w  hen  the-'  hear  me  fay.  It  jhall  be fo, 
F  the  right  and  ftrength  o'  the  commons,  be  it  either 
For  death,  for  line,  or  banHhttient,  then  let  them, 
If  I  fay,  fine,  cry  jine  ;  if  death,  cry  death  £ 
Infilling  on  the  old  prerogative 
And  power  i'  the  truth  o'  the  caufe. 

JEd.  I  lhail  inform  them.  < 

Bru.  And  when  fufch  time  they  have  begun  to  cry, 
Let  them  not  ceafe,  but  with  a. din  confus'd 
Enforce  the  preient  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  fentence. 

jEd.  Very  well. 

Sic.  Make  them  be  ftrong,  and  ready  for  this  hint. 
When  we  (hall  hap  to  give  't  them. 

Bru.  Go  about  it.   [Exit  JEdile. 

Put  him  to  choler  ftraight:  He  hath  been  us'd 

o 

Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  contradiction  :  Being  once  cnafed,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temperance  ;  then  he  fpeaks 
What's  in  his  heart ;  and  that  is  there,  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Corfolanus,  Menenius,  and  Ccminius,  with  othe-rs. 

Sic.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  befeech  you. 

Cor.  Ay,  as  an  oftler,  that  for  the  poorer!  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave  by  the  volume. — The  honour'd 
gods 

Keep  Rome  in  fafety,  and  the  chairs  of  juftice 
Supply'd  with  worthy  men  !  plant  love  among  us ! 
T  hrong  our  large  temples  vi  ith  the  fhews  of  peace,. 
And  not  our  ftreets  with  war  ! 

1  Sen.  Amen,  amen  ! 

Men.  A  noble  v  tfh. 

Re-enter  the  JEdile  -vith  the  Plebeians. 

Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

JEd.  Lift  to  your  tribunes ;  audience :   Peace,  h 
fay. 

Cor.  Hrft,  hear  me  fpeak. 
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Both  Tri.  Well,  lay. — Peace  ho. 
Ccr.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  further  than  this  pre- 
fent  r 

Muft  all  determine  here  ? 

Sic.  I  do  demand, 
If  you  fubmit  you  to  the  people's  voices, 
Allow  their  officers,  and  are  content 
To  fufFer  lawful  cenfure  for  fuch  faults 
As  fhall  be  prov'd  upon  you  ? 

Ccr.  I  am  content. 

Men.  Lo,  citizens,  he  fays  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  fervice  he  has  done,  confider;  think 
Upon  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  fhew 
Like  graves  i'  the  holy  church- yard. 

Cor.  Scratches  with  briars,  fears  to  move  laughter 
only. 

Men.  Confider  further, 
That  when  he  fpeaks  not  like  a  citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  foldier  :  Do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  founds  ; 
But,  as  j  fay,  fuch  as  become  a  foldier, 
Rather  than  envy  you. 

Com.  Well,  well,  no  more. 

Cor.  What's  the  matter, 
That  being  pail  for  conful  with  full  voice, 
I  am  fo  difhonour'd,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  ? 

Sic.  Anfwer  to  us. 

Cor.  Say  then  ;  'tis  true,  I  ought  fo. 
Sic.  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contrived  to 
take 

From  Rome  all  feafon'd  office,  and  to  wind 
Yourfelf  into  a  power  tyrannical  ; 
For  which,  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 
Cor.  How,  Traitor? 

Men.  Nay  ;  temperately  :  Your  promife. 

Cor.  The  fires  i!  the  lowefthell  fold  in  the  people  ! 
Call  me  their  traitor  ! — Thou  injurious  tribune  ! 
Within  thine  eyes  fat  twenty  thoufand  deaths, 
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In  thy  hands  clutch'd  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  King  tongue  both  numbers,  I  would  fay, 
Thou  lieft,  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sic.  Mark  you  this,  people  ?  [ 

All.  To  the  rock  with  him  !  to  the  rock  with  him  • 

Sic.  Peace.  >, 
We  need  not  lay  new  matter  to  his  charge  : 
Wftat  you  have  feen  him  do,  and  heard  him  fpeak, 
Beating  your  officers,  curfihg  yourielves, 
Oppofing  laws  with  ftrokes,  and  here  defying 
Thofe  whofc  great  power  muft  try  him  ;  even  this, 
So  criminal,  and  in  fuch  capital  kind, 
Deferves  the  extremeft  death. 

Bru.  But  fince  he  hath 
Serv'd  well  for  Pvome,— — 

Cor.  What  do  you  prate  of  fervice  ? 

Bru.  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it. 

Cor.  You  ? 

Men.  Is  this  the  promife  that  you  made  your  mo- 
ther ? 

Com.  Know,  I  pray  you — 

Cor.  I'll  know  no  further  : 
Let  them  pronounce  the  fleep  Tarpeian  death, 
Vagabond  exile,  fleaing  :  Pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word ; 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give, 
To  have't  with  faying,  Good  morrow. 

Sic.  For  that  he  has 
(As  much  as  in  him  lies)  from  time  to  time 
Envy'd  againfc  the  people,  feeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power ;  as  now  at  laft 
Given  hoitile  ftrokes,  and  that  not  in  the  pretence 
Of  dreaded  juftice,  but  on  the  ministers 
That  do  diilribute  it :  In  the  name  o'  the  people, 
And  in  the  po  wer  of  us  the  tribunes,  we, 
Even  from  this  inftant,  baniihhim  our  city  ; 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
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From  off  the  rock  Tarpeun,  never  more 

To  enter  our  Rome  gates  :  1'  the  people's  name, 

I  fay,  it  mall  be  To. 

AH.  It  mall  be  To,  it  mall  be  fo  ;  let  him  away  : 
He's  banim'd,  and  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Com.  Hear  me,    my  mailers,   and  my  common 
friends  ! — 

Sic  He's  fentenc'd  ;  no  more  hearing. 

Cor.  Let  me  fpeak  : 
I  have  been  conful,  and  can  mew  from  Rome, 
Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me.    1  do  love 
My  country's  good,  with  a  refpeci  more  tender, 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life, 
My  dear  wife's  eflimate,  her  womb's  increafe, 
And  treafure  of  my  loins  ;  then  if  I  would 
■Speak  that— 

Sic.  We  know  your  drift :  Speak  what? 

Bru.  There's  no  more  to  be  faid,  but  he  is  banim'd 
As  enemy  to  the  people,  and  his  country  : 
It  fhall  befo. 

Ail.  It  mall  be  fo,  it  mall  be  fo. 

Cor.  You  common  cry  of  curs !  whofe  breath  I  hate 
As  reek  of  the  rotten  fens,  whofe  loves  I  prize 
As  the  dead  carcaffes  of  unburied  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air,  I  banifn  you ; 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty  ! 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  fkake  your  hearts  ! 
Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes, 
Fan  you  into  defpair  1  Have  the  power  ftifl 
To  banim  your  defenders :  till,  at  length, 
Your  ignorance  (which  finds  not  till  it  feels ; 
Making  but  refervaticn  of  yourfelves, 
Still  ycur  own  foes)  deliver  you,  as  moil 
Abated  captives,  to  fome  nation 
That  won  you  without  blows !  Defpinng, 
For  you,  the  city,  thus  I  turn  my  back  : 
There  is  a  world  elfe where. 

\Exeunt  Coriolanus,  Cominius,  and  others.  The 
people  Jhovt>  and  throw  up  their  caps. 
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JEd.  The  people's  enemy  is  gone,,  is  gone  ! 
AIL  Our  enemy  is  banxfn'd  !  he  is  gG,r~  !  rioo  ! 
hoo! 

Sic.  Go,  fee  him  out  at  gates,  and  follow  him, 
As  he  hath  follovv-'d  you,  with  all  dzfpigat ; 
Give  him  ceferv'd  vexation.    Lef  a  guard 
Attend  us  through  the  city. 

AIL  Come,  come,  let  us  fee  him  out  at  gates  ; 
come : — 

The  gods  preferve  our  noble  tribunes  ! — Come. 

[  Exeunt \ 

A  C  T.    IV.       S  C  E  N  E.  I. 

Before  the  Gates  of  Rome. 

Enter  Coriolcmus,  V olumtziay  Virgilia,  Menenius,  Comi- 

niusy  <wifh  the  young  Nobility  of  Rome, 
Cor.  /^OME,  leave  your  tears ;  a  brief  farewell  i 
— the  bead 

With  many  heads  butts  me  away  . — Nay,  mother, 
Where  is  your  ancient  courage  ?  You  were  us'd 
To  fay,  extremity  was  the  trier  of  fpirits  ; 
That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear : 
That,  when  the  fea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
Shew'd  mafterihip  in  floating  ;  fortune's  blows, 
When  moft  {truck  home,  being  gentle  wounded, 
craves 

A  noble  cunning:  you  were  us'd  to  load  me 
With  precepts,  that  would  make  invincible 
The  heart  that  conn'd  them. 

Vir.  O  heavens !  O  heavens ! 

Cor.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  woman,  

Vol.  Now  the  red  peltilence  ftrike  all  trades  in 
Rome, 
And  occupations  perilh! 

tor.  What,  what,  what! 
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I  mall  be  lov'd,  when  I  am  Iack'4.    Nay,  mother. 

Relume  that  fpirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  lay, 

If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 

Six  of  his  labours  you'd  have  done,  and  fav'd 

Your  hufband  fo  much  fvveat. — Cominius, 

Droop  not;— adiea. — Farewell,  my  wife!  my  mother! 

I'll  do  well  yet. — Thou  old  and  true  Menenius, 

Thy  tears  are  falter  than  a  younger  man's, 

And  venemous  to  thine  eyes.    My  fometime  general, 

I  have  feen  thee  ftern,  and  thou  haft  oft  beheld 

Heart-hard'ning  fpe&acles ;  tell  thefe  fad  women, 

'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  ftrokes, 

As  'tis  to  laugh  at  them. — My  mother,  you  wot  well, 

My  hazards  ftill  have  been  your  lb  lace  ;  and 

Believe 't  not  lightly,  (though  1  go  alone, 

Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen 

Rakes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  feen)  your  fon 

Will,  or  exceed  the  common,  or  be  caught 

With  car  telous  baits  and  practice. 

Vol.  My  firft  fon, 
Whither  wilt  thou  go  ?  Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  awhile  :  Determine  on  fome  courfe, 
More  than  a  wild  expofture  to  each  chance 
That  ftarts  i'  the  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  O  the  gods  ! 

Com.  I'll  follow  thee  a  month,  devife  with  thee 
Where  thou  malt  reft,  that  thou  may'ft  hear  of  us, 
And  we  of  thee  :  fo,  if  the  time  thruft  forth, 
A  caufe  for  thy  repeal,  we  mall  not  fend 
O'er  the  vaft  world,  to  feek  a  fmgle  man  ; 
And  lofe  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
r  the  ahfence  of  the  needer. 

Cor.  Fare  ye  well : — 
Thou  hail  years  upon  thee  ;  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  war's  furfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That's  yet  unbrnis'd  :  Bring  me  but  out  at  gate.— 
Come,  my  fweet  wife,  my  deareft  mother,  and 
My  friends  of  noble  touch  ;  when  I  am  forth, 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  fmile.    I  pray  you,  come. 

Vol.    VI.  P 
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While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  (hall 
Hear  from  me  dill ;  and  never  of  me  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 
As  any  ear  can  hear. — Come,  let's  not  weep. — 
If  I  could  make  off  but  one  feven  years 
From  thefe  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods, 
rd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cor.  Give  me  thy  hand  : — Come  [  Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  IL 

A  Street. 

Enter  Sicinius,  and  Brutus ,  nxiitb  an  JE elite . 
Sic.  Bid  them  all  home;  he's  gone,  and  we'll  no 
further. — 

The  nobility  are  vex'd,  who,  we  fee,  have  fided 
In  his  behalf. 

Bru.  Nov/  we  have  fhewn  our  power, 
Let  us  feem  humbler  after  it  is  done, 
Than  when  it  was  a- doing. 

Sic .  Bid  them  home  : 
Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  lirength. 

Bru.  Difmifs  them  home.  [Exit  JEdilc. 

Enter  Vclumxia,  Virgilta,  and  Men  cuius. 
Here  comes  his  mother. 

Sic.  Let's  not  meet  her. 

Bru.  Why? 

Sic.  They  fay,  fhe's  mad. 

Bru.  They  have  ta'en  note  of  us : 
£  ep  cn  your  way. 

VcL  O,  you're  well  met:  The  hoarded  plague  o' 
the  gods 
E.equite  your  love  ! 

Men*  Peace,  peace  ;  be  not  fo  loud. 

I'ol.  If  that  i  could  for  weeping  youihould  hear; — 
Nay,  and  you  mall  hear  fome. — Will  you  be  gone  V 

[  To  Brutusi 

V:r.  [ToSicin.]  You  Ihall  flay  too ;  I  would  I 
had  the  power 
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To  fay  fo  to  my  hujlmnd. 
Sic.  Are  you  mankind  ? 

Vol,  Ay,  fool:  Is  t>hat  a  (hame  ? — Note  but  this 
fool.:  

Was  not  a  man  my  father?  Hadft  thou  foxfliip 
To  banifti  him  that  (truck  more  blows  for  Home, 
Than  thou  hall  fpoken  words  ? 
Sic.  O  bleffed  heavens  ! 

Vol.  More  noble  blows,  than  ever  thon  wife  words ; 
And  for  Rome's  good. — I'll  tell  thee  what  ;~Y  etgo;-- 
Nay,  but  thou  malt  Hay  too : — -I  would  my  ion 
Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him, 
H is  good  fword  in  his  hand. 

Sic.  What  then? 

Vir.  What  then  ? 
He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  pofterity. 

Vol,  Baftards,  and  all. — 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rome  ! 

Men.  Come,  come,  peace. 

Sic.  I  would  he  had  continu'd  to  his  country , 
As  he  began  ;  and  not  unknit  himfcif 
The  noble  knot  he  made. 

Bru.  I  would  he  had. 

V ol.  I  would  he  had  ?  'T  was  you  incens'd  the  rabble  : 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worth 
As  I  can  of  thofe  myfeeries  which  heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 

Bru.  Pray,  let  us  go. 
■  Vol.  Now,  pray,  fir,  get  you  gone  : 
You  have  dene  a  brave  deed.  Ere  you  go,  hear  this : 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meaner!  hcufe  in  Rome  ;  fo  far,  ray  fon, 
(This  lady's  hufband  here,  this,  do  you  fee) 
Whom  you  have  banifh'd,  does  exceed  Vou  all. 

Bru.  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 

Sic.  Why  ftay  we  to  be  baited 
With  one  that  wants  her  wits  ? 

Vol.  Take  my  prayers  with  you.—— — 
I  would  the  gods  had  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

[  E xe unt  Tribunes . 
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But  to  confirm  my  curies  !  Could  I  meet  'em 
Bat  ence  a-day,  it  would  unclog  my  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  to'  t. 

Yon  have  told  them  home, 
And,  by  my  troth,  you  have  caufe.  You'll  fup  wnhj 
me  ? 

Vol.  Anger's  my  meat ;  I  Tap  vipon  myfelf, 
And  fo  mall  ftarve  "with  feeding. — Come,  let's  go:  ; 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do, 
In  anger,  juno-iike.    Come,  come-;  come. 

Men.  Fit*  fie,  fie!  [ExeutfM 

SCENE  III. 

Betnmm  Rome  and  Ait  turn. 
Enter  a  Raman,  and  a  V olfce* 

Rom.  1  know  you  well,  fir,  and  you  know  me  a 
your  name,  I  think,  is  Adrian. 

Vol.  It  is  fo,  fir;  truly,  I  hive  forgot  you. 

Rom.  I  am  a  Roman ;  and  my  fervices  are,  as  )(Otti 
are,  agaiafi  'em  :  Know  you  me  yet  I 

V6L  Nicanor?  No. 

Rom.  The  fame,  lir. 

Vol.  You  had  more  beard,  when  I  la  ft  faw  you-; 
but  your  favour  is  well  appear'd  by  your  tongue^ 
What's  the  news  in  P.ome  r  I  have  a  note  from  tke+ 
Volfcian  ftate,  to  find  you  out  there  :  You  have  wei 
fav'd  me  a  day's  journey. 

Rom.  There  hath  been  in  Rome  ftrange  infurrec- 
tion  ;  the  people  againft  the  fenators,  patricians,  anJ 
nobles. 

Vol.  Hath  been  !  Is  it  ended  then?  Our  Mate  thinks  i 
no?  fo  :  they  are  in  a  mofl  warlike  preparation,  and] 
hope  to  come  upon  them  in  the  heat  of  their  divifion.  * 

Rom.  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  pail,  but  a  fmall 
thing  would  make  it  name  again.  For  the  nobles 
receive  fo  to  heart  the  banilhment  of  that  worthy 
Coriolanus,  that  they  are  in  a  ripe  aptnefs,  to  take 
all  po^er  from  the  people,  and  to  pluck  from  them 
their  tribunes  for  ever.    This  lies  glowing,  I  cia  : 
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tell  you,  and  is  almofl  mature  for  the  violent  break- 
ing out. 

Vol.  Coriolanus  baninVd  ? 

Rom.  Banilh'd,  fir. 

Vol.  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelligence, 
Nicanor. 

Rom.  The  day  ferves  well  for  them  now.  I  have 
heard  it  faid,  The  fitteft  time  to  corrupt  a  man's 
wife,  is  when  (he's  fallen  out  with  her  huiband.  Your 
noble  Tullus  Aufidius  will  appear  well  in  thefewars, 
his  great  oppofer  Coriolanus  being  now  in  no  requeit 
of  his  country. 

Vol.  He  cannot  choofe.  I  am  mofl  fortunate,  thus 
accidentally  to  encounter  you  ;  You  have  ended  my 
fcufinefs,  and  I  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 

Rom.  I  mall,  between  this  and  fupper,  tell  you 
more  it-range  things  from  Rome  ;  all  tending  to  the 
good  of  their  adverfaries.  Have  you  an  army  ready, 
fay  you  r 

Vol.  A  moil  royal  one  ;  the  centurions,  and  their 
charges,  diftincily  billeted,  already  in  the  entertain- 
ment, and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning. 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readinefs,  and  am 
the  man,  I  think,  that  lhall  fet  them  in  prefent  action. 
So,  fir,  heartily  well  met,  and  mofl  glad  of  your  com- 
pany. 

Vol.  You  take  my  part  from  me,  fir;  I  have  the 
molt  caufe  to  be  glad  of  yours. 

Rom.  Well,  let  us  go  together*  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Antiurn. 
Before  Aufidius' j  Houfe, 
Enter  Coriolanus,  in  mean  apparel,  difguWd and  muffed. 

Cor.  A  goodly  city  is  this  Antiurn  :  City, 
|5Tis  I  that  made  thy  widows ;  many  an  heir 
iOf  thefe  fair  edifices  for  my  wars 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop  ;  then  know  me  not; 
Led  that  thy  wi^es  with  fpits,  and  boys  with  ftenes* 
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Enter  a  Citizen, 
In  puny  battle  flay  me. — Save  you,  fir. 
Cit.  And  you. 

Cor.  Direcl  me,  if  it  be  your  will, 
Where  great  Aufidius  lyes :  Is  he  in  Antium  ? 

Cit.  He  is,  and  feaiis  the  nobles  bf  the  ftate 
At  his  houfe  this  night. 

Cor.  Which  is  his  houfe,  'hefeech  you. 

Cit.  This,  here,  before  you. 

Cor.  Thank  you,  fir ;  farew  ell.        [Exit  Citizen. 
O,  world,  thy  frippery  turns !  Friends  now  faft  fworn, 
Whofe  double  boibms  feem  to  wear  one  heart, 
Whofe  hours,  whofe  bed,  whofe  meal,  and  exercife, 
Are  ilill  toother,  who,  wins,  as  'twere,  in  love 
Unfeparable,  mall  within  this  hour; 
On  a  difiention  of  a  doit,  break  out 
To  bittereft  enmity :  So,  felleit  foes, 
Whofe  paiRons  and  whofe  plots  have  broke  their  Heep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  fome  chance, 
Son:e  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  mall  grow  dear  friends, 
And  inter  join  their  iffues.    So  with  me  : — 
My  birth-place  hate  I,  and  my  love's  upon 
This  enemy  town. — I'll  enter ;  if  he  flay  me, 
He  dees  fair  jufKce  ;  if  he  give  me  way, 
Iil  do  his  country  fervi  e.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 
A  Hall  in  Aufidius' s  Houfe. 
Mafic  plays.    Enter  a  verging- mam 

1  Ser-v,  Wine,  vjjine,  wine  !  What  fcrvice  is  heret 
I  Chink  our  fellows  are  afleep.  [Exit. 

Enter  another  8ef<ving-man. 

2  Ser-j.  Where's  Cotus  ?  my  mailer  calls  for  him* 
Cotus !  [Exit. 

Enlcr  Cor  id  anus. 
Cor.  A  goodly  houfe  :  The  feaft  fmeil swell ;  but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  gucft. 

Re-enter  the  firft  Ser  ving-man. 

i  Strvk  What  would  you  have,  frknd  ?  Whence 
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are  yea?  Here's  no  place  for  you:  Pray  go  to  the 
door.  \  [Exit. 

Cor.  I  have  deferv'd  no  better  entertainment, 
In  being  Coriolanus. 

Re-enter  fecond  Servant. 

2  Serf.  Whence  are  you,  fir  ?  Has  the  porter  his 
eyes  in  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  fuch  corn- 
bunions  ?  Pray,  get  you  out. 

Cor.  Away  ! 

2  Serf.  Away?  Get  you  away. 
Cor.  Now  thou  art  troublefome. 

2  Serif.  Are  you  fo  brave  ?  I'll  have  you  talked 
with  anon. 

Enter  a  third  Servant.     The  frjt  meets  hi?n. 

3  Serif,  What  fellow's  this? 

1  Sera.  A  ftrange  one  as  ever  I  look'd  on  :  I  can- 
not get  him  out  o?  thehoufe :  Prithee,  call  my  maf- 
tcr  to  him. 

3  Serf.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow  ?  Pray 
you,  avoid  the  houfe. 

Cor.  Let  me  but  itand ;  I  vi  ill  not  hurt  yo ut  hearth. 

3  Seru.  What  are  you? 

Cor.  A  gentleman. 

3  Ser  f  .  A  marvellous  poor  cne. 

Cor.  True,  fo  I  am. 

3  Serv.  Pray  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up  fome 
other  Hation ;  here's  no  place  for  you;  pi  ay  you> 
avoid  ;  v  ome. 

Ccr.  Follow  your  function,  go, 
[  And  batten  on  coid  bits.  [Pujhes  Mm  afoay. 

3  Sent.  What,  will  you  not?  Pr'ythee,  tell  my 
'mafter  what  a  ftrange  guefl  he  has  heve. 

2  6V*.  Anal  ih.ll.  {Exit, 

3  Serif.  Where  dweli'il  thou? 
Ccr.  Under  the  canopy. 

3  $eri?.  Under  the  canopy  ? 
Cor.  Ay. 

3  Serf.  Where's  that  ? 

t*r.  r  the  city  of  kites  and  crows. 
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3  Serv.  V  the  city  of  kites  and  crows  ? — What  an 
afs  it  is  ? — Then  thou  dwell'ft  with  daws  too  ? 
Cor.  No,  I  ierve  not  thy  matter. 
3  Serv.  How,  fir!  Do  you  meddle  with  my  mailer? 
Cor.  Ay  ;  'tis  an  honefter  far  vice,  than  to  meddle 
with  thy  miftrefs : 
Thou  prat'ft,  and  prat 'ft  \  ferve  with  thy  trencher, 
hence  !  [Beats  him  away. 

Enter  Aufidius,'  <with  the  fecond  Serving-man. 
Auf.  Where  is  this  fellow  ? 

2  Ser  v.  Here,  fir ;  I'd  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog, 
but  for  difturbing  the  lords  within. 

Auf.  Whence  comeft  thou  ?  what  wouldeft  thou  ? 
Thy  name  ? 

Why  fpeak'ft  not  ?  Speak,  man:  What's  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  If,  Tullus, 
Not  yet  thou  know'ft  me,  and  feeing  me,  doft  not 
Think  me  for  the  man  I  am,  necefiity 
Commands  me  name  my felf. 

Auf.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  A  name  unmufical  to  the  Volfces'  ears, 
And  harm  in  found  to  thine. 

A.f.  Say,  what's  thy  name  ? 
Thou  haft  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 
Bears  a  command  in't:  though  thy  tackle's  torn, 
Thou  fhew'ft  a  noble  veffel :  What's  thy  name  ? 

Car.  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown:  Know'ft  thou  me 
yet  ? 

Auf.  I  know  thee  not : — Thy  name  ? 

Cor.  My  name  is  Caius  Marcius,  who  hath  done 
To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Volfces, 
Great  hurt  and  mifchief ;  thereto  witnefs  may 
My  furname,  Coriolanus  :  The  painful  fervice, 
The  extreme  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thankkfs  country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  furname  ;  a  good  memory, 
And  witnefs  of  the  malice  and  diipleafure, 
Which  thou  fhouldft  bear  me,  only  that  name  remains ; 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people, 
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Permitted  by  our  daftard  nobles,  who 

Have  all  forfpok  me,  hath  devour'd  the  reft  ; 

And  fuffer'd  me  by  the  vcice  of  flaves  to  be 

Whoop'd  out  Rome    Now,  this  extremity 

Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth :  not  out  of  hope, 

Miftake  me  not,  to  fave  my  life  ;  for  if 

I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  men  V  the  world 

I  would  have  'voided  thee  :  but  in  mere  fpite, 

To  be  full  quit  of  thofe  my  banimers, 

Stand  I  before  thee  here.    Then,  if  thou  haft 

A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  wilt  revenge 

Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  flop  thofe  maims 

Of  ihamefeen  through  thy  country,  fpced  thee  frraight, 

And  make  my  mifery  ferve  thy  turn;  fo  ufe  it, 

That  my  revengeful  fervices  may  prove 

As  benefits  to  thee  ;  for  1  will  fight 

Againft  my  canker' d  country  with  the  fpleen 

Or"  all  the  under  fiends.    But  if  fo  be 

Thou  dar'fl  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  fortunes 

Thou  art  th  'd,  then,  in  a  word,  I  alio  am 

Longer  to  live  mod  weary,  and  prefent 

My  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice  ; 

Which  not  to  cut,  would  mew  thee  but  a  fool* 

Since  I  have  ever  follow *d  thee  with  hate, 

Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  country's  breaft, 

And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  fhame,  unlefs 

It  be  to  do  thee  fervice. 

Auf,  O  Marcius,  Marcius, 
Each  word  thou  haft  fpoke  hath  weeded  from  my  heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy.    If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yon  cloud  fpeak  divine  things,  and  fay, 
\Ti$  true  ;  I'd  not  believe  them  more  than  thee, 
All  noble  Marcius. — Let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where  againft 
My  grained  am  an  hundred  times  hath  broke. 
And  fear'd  the  moon  with  fplinters  !  Her  I  clip 
The  anvil  of  my  fword  ;  and  do  contefc 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love, 
As  ever  in  ambitious  ilrengtk  I  did 


Ij3  CORICLAXUS.  A3  IV' 

Contend  againft  thy  valour.    Itirow  thou  firft, 
I  lov'd  the  maid  I  marry'd  ;  never  mail 
Sigh'd  truer  breath  ;  but  that  I  fee  thee  here, 
Tneu  noble  thing  !  more  dances  my  rapt  heart. 
Than  when  I  ftrit  nay  wedded  miftrefs  §Lw 
Beftride  my  thrcGioid.    Why,  thou  M;-rs !  I  tell  thee, 
We  have  a  power  on  foot;  and  1  had  purpofe 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  target  from  thy  brawn, 
Or  lofe  my  arm  fort :  Thou  hail  beat  me  out 
Twelve  fe vera!  times,  and  I  have  nightly  fmce 
Dreamt  of  encounters  'twixt  thyfelf  and  me  ; 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  fleep, 
Unbuckling  helms,  fifting  each  other's  throat, 
And  wak'dhalf  dead  with  notliing;  WorhtyiMarcius, 
Had  we  no  quarrel  pile  to  Rome,  but  that 
Thou  art  thence  baniilv  d,  we  would  ntafter  all 
From  twelve  to  feventy  ;  and,  pouring  war 
Into  the  bowels  of  ungrateful  Rome, 
Like  a  bold  flood  o'er-beat.    O,  come,  go  in, 
And  take  our  friendly  fenators  by  the  hands ; 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me, 
Who  am  prepar'd  againft  your  territories, 
Though  not  for  Rome  itfeif. 
Cor.  Yen  blefs  me,  Gods ! 

Auf.  Therefore,  mdH  abfolute  fir,  if  thou  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  cemmhhen,  and  fet  down, — 
As  belt,  thou  art  experiene'd,  fmce  thou  know  hi 
Thy  country  's  ftrength  and  weaknefs, — thine  own 
ways : 

Whether  to  knock  againft  the  gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  remote, 
To  fright  them,  ere  deilroy.    But  come  in  : 
Let  me  commend  thee  firft  to  thoft,  that  fa  all 
Say  yea  to  thy  dehres.    A  tfcociaii  1  welcomes ! 
And  more  a  friend  than  e'er  aa  enemy  \ 
Yet,  Marcius,  that  was  much.    Yea;  hand:  Meat 
w<  l;ome  !  [Exeviit. 
I  Ssrv.  Here'd  n  irraag?  alteration! 
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2  Serv  By  my  hand,  I  had  .hough',  to  have  ftrutkcn 
him  with  a  cudgel  :  and  ye:  my  mind  gave  me,  his 
clothes  made  a  lake  report  of  him. 

1  Serv.  What  an  arm  he  has  !  He  turn'd  me  about 
with  his  finger  and  his  thumb,,  as  one  would  fef  up  a 
top. 

2  Serv.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  was 
fome  thing  in  him  :  He  had,  fir,  a  kind  of  face, 
methought, — I  cannot  tell  how  to  term  it. 

1  Serv.    He  had  fo  ;  looking,  as  it  were,  

'Would  I  were  hang'd,  but  L  thought  there  was  more 
in  him  than  I  could  think. 

2  Serv.  So  did  I,  Pil  be  fwcrn  :  He  is  fimply 
the  rare  ft  man  i'  the  v.  or  Id. 

1  Serv.  I  think  he  is  :  but  a  greater  fold ier  than  he, 
ycu  wot  one. 

2  Serv.  Who  ?  my  mailer  ? 

1  Serv.  Nay,  its  no  matter  for  that. 

2  Serv.  Worth  fix  of  him. 

1  Serv.  Nay,  not  fo  neither:  but  I  take  him  to 
be  the  greater  foidien 

2  Ser  v.  'Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to  fay 
that :  for  the  defence  of  a  town,  our  general  is  ex- 
cellent. 

i  Serv.  Ay,  and  for  an  affault  too. 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 
.  3  Serv.  O,  naves,  I  can  tell  \  ou  news;  news,  you 
raicals. 

Both.  What,  what,  what  ?  let's  partake. 

3  Serv,  I  would  net  he  a  Roman,  of  all  nations  ;  I 
h;d  as  lieve  be  a  condemned  man. 

Both.  Wherefore  ?  wherefore  ? 
3  Serv.  Why,  here's  he  that  wa:  wont  to  thwack 
our  general,  Cains  Marcius. 

1  Serv.  Why  do  you  fay  thwack  our  general  ? 

3  Serv.  I  do  not  fay,  thwack  our  general  ;  bat  he 
-was  always  good  enough  for  him. 

2  Serv.  Come,  we  are  fellows,  ana  friends  :  he 
was  ever  too  hard  for  him  ;  I  have  heard  him  fay  fo 
Sfofelf. 


1  Serv.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  direclly,  to  fay 
the  truth  on't:  before  Corioii,  he  fcotch'd  him  and 
notch'd  him  like  a  carbonado. 

2  Serv.    An  he  had  been  cannibally  given,  he 
might  have  broil'd  and  eaten  him  too. 

i  Serv,  But,  more  of  thy  news  ? 

3  Serv.  Why,  he  is  fo  made  on  here  within,  as  if 
he  w  ere  fon  and  heir  to  Mars  :  let  at  upper  end  o' 
the  table  :  no  queftion  afk'd  him  by  ^any  of  the  fena- 
tors,  but  they  fcand  bald  before  him  :  Our  general 
himfelf  makes  a  miftrefs  of  him;  fanclifies  bfimfelf 
with's  hand,  and  turns  up  thewhks  o'  the  eye  to  his 
difcourfe.  But  the  bottom  of  the%iews  is,  our  gene- 
ral is  cut  i'  the  middle,  and  but  one  half  of  what  he 
Was  yefierday ;  for  the  other  has  half,  by  the  in- 
treaty  and  grant  of  the  whole  table;  He  will  go,  he 
fays,  and  fowle  the  porter  of  the  Roman  gates  by  the 
ears  :  He  will  mow  down  all  before  him,  and  leave 
his  pafTage  pclPd. 

Serv.  And  he's  as  like  to  do't,  as  any  man  I  can 
imagine. 

3  Serv.  Do't  ?  he  will  do't  :  For,  look  you,  fir, 
he  has  as  many  friends  as  enemies ;  which  friends,  fir, 
(as  it  were)  durft  not  (look  you,  fir)  mew  themfelves 
(as  we  term  it)  his  friends,  whilil  he's  in  dire&itude. 

i  Serv.  Directi tudc  !  What's  that  ? 

3  Serv.  But  when  they  fhall  fee,  fir,  his  crefi  up 
agriin,  and  the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of  their 
burrows,  like  conies  after  rain,  and  revel  all  with  him. 

1  Serv.  But  When  goes  this  forward  ? 

3  Serv.  To-morrow  ;  to- day  ;  prefently.  You 
fhall  have  the  drum  (truck  up  this  afternoon  ;  'tis,  as 
it  were  a  p.ircel  of  their  read,  and  to  be  executed  ere 
they  wipe  their  lips. 

2  Serv.  Why,  then  we  fhall  have  a  ftirring  world 
again.  This  peace  is  nothing,  but  to  ruft  iron,  en- 
creafe  tailors,  and  breed  ballad-makers. 

i  Serv.  Let  me  have  war,  fay  I  ;  it  exceeds  peace, 
as   far  as  day  does    night;   it's  fprightly,  waking, 
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audible,  and  full  of  vent.  Peace  is  a  very  apoplexy, 
lethargv  ;  mull'd,  deaf,  deep}',  infenfible  ;  a  getter  of 
morebaftard  children,  than  war's  a  deftroyer  of  men. 

2  Seru.  'Tis  f o ;  and  as  war,  in  fome  fort,  may  be 
laid  to  be  a  ravifher  ;  fo  it  cannot  be  denied,  but  peace 
is  a  great  maker  of  cuckolds. 

i  Ser-v.  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

3  Ser<v.  Reafon  ;  becaufe  they  then  lefs  need  one 
another.    The  wars,  for  my  money.    I  hope  to  fee 

Romans  as  cheap  as  Volfces.  They  are  riling,  they 

are  riling. 

AIL  In,  in,  in,  in.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE*  VI. 

A  public  Place  in  Rome. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Sic.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear  him  ; 
His  remedies  are  tame  in  the  prefent  peace 
And  qijetnefs  o'  the  people,  w  hich  before 
Were  in  wild  hurry.    Here  do  we  make  his  friends 
Blulh,  that  the  world  goes  well ;  who  rather  had, 
Though  they  themfelves  did  fuiFer  by?t,  behold 
Dilfentious  numbers  peltering  ftreets,  than  fee 
Our  tradefmen  linging  in  their  mops,  and  going 
About  their  functions  friendly. 

Enter  Menenius. 

Bru.  We  flood  to't  in  good  time.    Is  this  Menenius  ? 

Sic.  'l  is  he,  'tis  he :  O,  he's  grown  moft  kind 
Of  late.— Hail,  fir  ! 

Men.  Hail  to  you  both  ! 

Sic.  Your  Corclianus  is  not  much  mifs'd, 
But  with  his  friends  :  the  commonwealth  doth  Hand  ; 
And  fo  would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All's  well  ;  and  might  have  been  much  better,  if 
He  could  have  temponz'd. 

*S/V.  Where  is  he,  hear  you  ? 

Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing  ;  his  mother  and  his  wife 
Hear  nothing  from  him. 
Vol.  VI.  Q 
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Enter  three  or  four  Citizens. 
Alt.  The  gods  preserve  you  both. 
Sic.  Good -e'en,  oar  neighbours. 
Bru.  Good-e'en  to  you  all,  good-e'en  to  you  all. 
i  Cit.  Ouxielves,  our  wives,  and  children,  on  our 
knees, 

Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 
Sic.  Live  and  thrive  ! 

Bra.  Farewell,  kind  neighbours  ^  Wewiih'd  Co- 
riolanus 
Had  lov'd  you  as  we  did. 

All.  Nom  the  gods  keep  you  ! 
Both  Tru  Farewell,  farewell. 

[  Exeunt  Citizens. 

Si:.  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time, 
Than  when  thefe  fellows  ran  about  the  Greets, 
Crying,  Confufion. 

Bru.  Caius  Marcius  was 
A  worthy  officer  i'  the  war;  but  infolent, 
O'ercome  with'pride,  ambitious  pall  all  thinking, 
Self-loving, — 

Sic.  And  affecting  one  fole  throne, 
Without  alMance. 

Men.  I  think  not  fo. 

Sic.  We  had  by  this,  to  all  our  lamentation, 
If  he  had  gone  forth  conful,  found  it  fo. 

Bm.  The  gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
Sits  fafe  and  ftilJ  without  him. 

Enter  JEaile. 

JEd.  Worthy  tribunes, 
There  is  a  Have,  whom  we  have  put  in  prifon, 
Reports, — the  Vblfces  with  two  feveral  powers 
Are  enter'd  in  the  Roman  territories ; 
And  with  the  deepelt  malice  of  the  war 
Deftroy  what  lies  before  'em. 

Men.  'Tis  Aafidius, 
Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius'  banifhment, 
ThrulU  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  workl  ; 
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Which  were  in-melTd,   when  Marcius  flood  for 
Rome, 

And  durft  not  once  peep  out. 

Sic.  Come,  what  talk  you  of  Marcius  ? 

Bru.  Go  fee  this  rumourer  whipp'd.—  Itcannotbe, 
The  Volfces  dare  break  with  us. 

Men.  Cannot  be  ! 
We  have  record,  that  very  well  it  can  ; 
And  three  examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  age.    But  reafon  with  the  fellow, 
Before  you  punifh  him,  where  he  heard  this  ; 
Left  you  mall  chance  to  whip  your  information, 
And  beat  the  menenger  who  bids  bew  are 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me  : 
I  know  this  cannot  be. 

Bru.  Not  poflible. 

Enter  a  Me/fenger. 

Me/.  The  nobles,  in  great  earneltnefs,  are  going 
All  to  the  fenate-houfe  ;  fome  news  is  come, 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic.  'Tis  this  Have  :— 
Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people's  eyes : — his  rai/ing 
Nothing  but  his  report ! 

Me/.  Yes,  worthy  fir. 
The  flave's  report  is  feconded  ;  and  more, 
More  fearful,  is  deliver'd. 

Sic.  What  more  fearful  ? 

Me/.  It  is  fpoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths, 
(How  probable,  I  do  not  know)  that  Marcius, 
Join'd  with  Auiidius,  leads  a  power  'gainil  Rome 
And  vows  revenge  as  fpacious.  as  between 
The  young'ft  and  older!:  thing. 

Sic.  This  is  moll:  likely  ! 

Bru.  Rais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may  wilh 
Good  Marcius  home  again. 

Sic.  The  very  trick  on't. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely  : 
He  and  A  radius  can  no  more  atone, 
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Than  violenteft  contrariety. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  You  are  Tent  for  to  the  fen  ate  : 
A  fearful  army,  led  by  Caius  Marcius 
Ailbciated  with  Aufidius,  rages 
Upon  our  territories ;  and  have  already 
O'er- borne  their  way,  confum'd  with  fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  Cominius.  N 
Com.  O,  you  have  made  good  work  ! 
Men.  What  news  r  what  news  ? 
Cqm.  You  have  ho3p  to  ravim  your  own  daughters, 
and 

To  melt  the  city  leads  upon  your  pates  ; 

To  fee  your  wives  difhonour'd  to  your  nofes ; — 
Men.  What's  the  news  ?  what's  the  news  I 
Com.  Your  temples  burned  in  their  cement ;  and 

Your  franchifes,  whereon  you  Hood,  connn'd 

into  an  augre's  bore. 

Men.  Fray  now,  the  news  ?  

You  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me  : — Pray,  your 
news  ? 

If  Marcius  mould  be  joined  with  the  Volfces,  

Com.  If! 

He  is  their  god  ;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  fome  other  deity  than  nature, 
That  inapes  man  better :  and  they  follow  him, 
Again  ft  us  brats,  with  no  lefs  confidence, 
Than  boys  purfuing  fummer  butter-flies, 
Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work, 
You,  and  your  apron-men  ;  you  that  Hood  fo  much 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,  and 
The  breath  of  garlic-eaters  ! 

Com.  He'll  make  your  Rome  about  your  ears. 

Meyi.  As  Hercules  did  make  down  mellow  fruit. 
You  have  made  fair  work ! 

Bru.  But  is  this  true,  fir? 

Cu:i.  Ay;  and  you'll  look  pale 
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Before  you  find  it  other.    All  the  regions 

Do  fxmlingly  revolt  ;  and,  who  refill, 

Are  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance, 

And  peri ih  coiilhmt  fools.    Who  is't  can  blame  him  ? 

Your  enemies,  and  his,  find  fomediing  in  him. 

Men.  We  are  all  undone,  unlefs 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  Who  (hall  a&  it  ? 
The  tribunes  cannot  do't  for  (frame  ;  the  people 
Deferve  fach  pity  of  him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  ftiepherds  :  for  his  beit  friends,  if  they 
Should  fay,  Be  good  to  Rome,  they  charg'd  him  even 
As  thofe  mould  do  that  had  deferv'd  his  hate, 
And  therein  (hev/'d  like  enemies. 

Men.  'Tis  true : 
If  he  were  putting  to  my  houfe  the  brand 
That  mould  confumeit,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  fay,  5 Befeecb  you,  ceofL — You  have  made  fair 
hands, 

You,  and  your  cra&s !   you  have  crafted  fair  ! 

€om.  Yoa  have  brought 
A  trembling  upon  Rome,  fuch  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Tri.  Say  not  we  brought  it. 

Msri.  How!  Was  it  we?  Welov'dhim;  but,  like 
beads, 

And  cowardly  nobles,  gave  v/ay  to  your  clulters, 
Who  did  hoot  him  out  o'  the  city. 

Com.  But,  I  fear, 
They'll  roar  him  in  again.    Tullus  Aufidius, 
The  fecond  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  officer  : — Defperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  ftrength,  and  defence, 
That  Rome  can  make  againft  them. 

Enter  a  'Troop  of  Citizens. 

Me?!.  Here  come  the  clufters  — 
And  is  Aufidius  with  him  ? — You  are  they 
That  made  the  air  unwhoiefome,  when  you  call 
Your  linking,  greafy  caps,  in  hooting  at 
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Coriolanus'  exile.    Now  he's  coming ; 

And  not  a  hair  upon  a  foldier's  head, 

Which  will  not  prove  a  whip;  as  many  coxcombs, 

As  ycu  threw  caps  up,  ^  ill  he  tumble  down, 

And  pay  ycu  for  your  voices.    'Tis  no  matter ; 

if  he  could  bum  us  all  into  one  coal, 

We  have  deferv'd  it. 

Omv.es.  'Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news. 

1  Cit.  For  mine  own  part, 

When  1  faid,  banifh  him,  I  faid,  'r.vas  pity. 

2  Cit.  And  fo  did  I. 

3  tit.  And  fo  did  1  ;  and,  to  fay  the  truth,  fo  did 
very  many  of  us :  That  we  did,  we  did  for  the  belt; 
and  though  we  willingly  confented  to  his  baniih- 
ment,  yet  it  Avas  againit.  your  will. 

Ctar.  You  are  goodly  things,  you  voices ! 
Men.  You  have  made,  you 
Good  work,  you  and  your  cry! — Shall  us  to  the  j 
Capitol  ? 

O,  ay  ;  what  eife  :        \Exe.  Com.  and  Men.  I 
Sic.  Go,  matters,  get  you  home,  be  notdilmay'd; 

Thefe  are  a  fide,  that  would  be  glad  to  «have 

This  true,  which  they  fo  feem  to  fear.    Go  home, 

And  fhew  no  fign  of  fear. 

i  Cit.  The  gods  be  good  to  us !  Come  mailers,  ■ 

let's  home.    I  ever  faid,  we  were  i'  ^he  wrong,  | 

when  we  banifh 'd  him. 

a  Cit.  So  did  we  all.    But  come,  let's  home. 

[Exeunt  Citizens*  I 

Br*.  I  do  not  like  this  news. 
Sia  Nor  I. 

Bru.   Let's  to  the  Capitol : — 'Would,  half  my 

vrealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  lie  ! 

Sic*  Prav,  let  us  go.  [Exeunt  Tribunes. 

SCENE  VII. 
A  Camp  ;  at  a  final!  diftauct  from  Rome. 
Enter  Auf.Jius,  with  his  Lieutenant, 
A  .f.  Do  they  flJUJ  fly  to  the  Roman  ? 
Lieut,  I  do  not  know  what  witchcraft's  in  him  ib»S  »| 
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Your  foldiers  ufe  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat, 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end  ; 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  a&ion,  fir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

Auf.  I  cannot  help  it  now  ; 
Unlefs,  by  ufing  means,  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  dengn.    He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly 
Even  to  my  perfon,  than  I  thought  he  would, 
When  firft  I  did  embrace  him  :  yet  his  nature 
In  that's  no  changeling  ;  and  I  muft  excufe 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieut.  Yet  I  with,  lir, 
(I  mean,  for  your  particular)  you  had  not 
Join'd  in  commiflion  with  him  :  but  either  borne 
The  a&ioh  of  yourfelf,  or  elfe  to  him 
Had  left  it  folely. 

Auf  I  underftand  thee  well ;  and  be  thou  fure, 
When  he  fhaii  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urge  againft  him.    Although  it  feems, 
And  fo  he  thinks,  and  is  no  lefs  apparent 
To  the  vulgar  eve,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly, 
And  mews  good  hufbandry  for  the  Volcian  ftate  ; 
Fights  dragon-like,  and  does  atchieve  as  foon 
As  draw  his  fword  :  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
That,  which  mall  break  his  neck,  or  hazard  mine, 
Whene'er  we  come  to  our  account. 

Lieut.  Sir,  I  befeech  you,  think  you  he'll  carry 
Rome  ? 

Auf.  All  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  fits  down ; 
And  the  nobility  of  Rome  are  his ; 
Thefenators,  and  patricians,  love  him  too: 
The  tribunes  are  no  foldiers ;  and  their  people 
Will  be  as  ram  in  the  repeal,  as  hairy 
To  expel  him  thence.    1  think,  he'll  be  to  Rome 
As  is  the  ofprey  to  the  fiflj,  who  takes  it 
By  fovereignty  of  nature.    Firir.  he  was 
A  noble  fervant  to  them  ;  but  he  could  not 
Carry  his  honours  even  :  whether  'twas  pride, 
Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  man  \  whether  defe£t  of  judgments 
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To  fail  in  the  difpofmg  of  thofe  chances 

Which  he  was  lord  of ;  or  whether  nature, 

Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 

From  the  cafque  to  theculhion,  butcommanding  peace 

Even  with  the  fame  auilerity  and  garb 

As  he  control'd  the  war  :  but,  one  of  thefe^ 

(As  he  hath  fpices  of  them  all,  not  all*, 

For  I  dare  fo  far  free  him)  made  hira  fear'd, 

vSo  hated,  and  fo  banihYd  :  but  he  has  a  merit, 

To  choke  it  in  the  utterance.    So  our  virtues 

Lie  in  the  interpretation  of  the  time  : 

And  power,  unto  itfelf  moft  commendable, 

Hath  not  a  tomb  fo  evident  as  a  chair 

To  extol  what  it  hath  done. 

One  fire  drives  out  one  fire  ;  one  nail,  one  nail ; 

Right's  by  right  fouler,  ftrengths  by  nrength  do  fail. 

Come,  let's  away.    When,  Caius,  Rome  is  thine, 

Thou  art  poor'ft  of  ail ;  then  fhortly  art  thou  mine. 

[Exeunt, 


ACTV.       SCENE  I. 

A  public  Place  in  Rome. 

Enter  Menenius,  Comi/iius,  Sicinius,  and  Brutus,  *with 
others. 

Men.  T^T°>  I'll  not  go;  you  hear,  v  hat  he  hath 

IN  /«d, 

Which  ivas  fometime  his  general ;  who  lov'd  him 
In  a  moll  dear  particular.  '  He  cali'd  me,  father: 
But  what  o'  that?  Go,  you  that  banihYd  him, 
A  mile  before  his  tent  fall  down,  and  knee 
The  way  int  i  his  mercy  ;  nay,  if  he  coy'd 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak,  J '11  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  fieem  to  know  me. 

Men.  Do  you  hear? 

Com,  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name : 
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I  urg'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  had  bled  together.  Coriolanus 
He  would  not  anlwer  to  ;  forbid  all  names ; 
He  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  titlclefs, 
Till  he  had  forg'd  himfelf  a  name  i'  the  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.  Why,  i o ;  you  have  made  good  r/erk  ; 
A  pair  of  tribunes,  that  have  rack'd  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap  ;  a  noble  memory  ! 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  rcyal  'twas  to  pardon 
When  leaft  it  was  expected :  He  reply'd, 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  ftate, 
To  one  whom  they  had  punifh'd. 

Men.  Very  well: 
Could  he  fay  lefs  ? 

Com.  I  GiTer'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
For  his  private  friends ;  his  anfwer  to  me  was, 
He  could  not  flay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Cfnoif;me,  mufiy  chaff;  he  faid,  'twas  folly 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unburnt, 
And  fcill  to  nofe  the  offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain  or  two  ? 
I  am  one  of  thofe  ;  his  mother,  wife,  his  child, 
And  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains  : 
You  are  the  muily  chaff ;  and  you  are  fnaelt 
Above  the  moon:  We  muft  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic*  Nay,  pray,  be  patient:  If  you  refufe  your  aid 
In  this  fo  never-needed  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  us  with  our  difcrefs.    But  fure,  if  you 
Would  be  your  country's  pleader.,  your  good  tongue, 
More  than  the  inftant  army  we  can  make, 
Might  ftop  our  countryman. 
Men.  No  ;  I'll  not  meddle. 
Sic.  Pray  vou,  go  to  him. 
Men.  What  mould  I  do? 
Bru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  love  can  da 
For  Rome,  towards  Marcius. 

Men.  Well,  and  fay  that  Marcius 
Return  me,  as  Cominius  is  return'd., 
Unheard  ;  what  then 
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But  as  a  difcnntented  friend,  gricf-fhot 
With  his  unkindnefs  ?  Say't  be  lb? 

Sic,  Yet  your  good  will 
Muft  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  meafure, 
As  you  intended  well 

Men,  I'll  undertake  it; 
I  thyik  he'll  hear  me.    Yet  to  bite  his  lip, 
And  hum  at  good  Comirius,  much  unhearts  me. 
He  was  not  taken  well ;  he  had  n6t  din'd  : 
The  veins  unfiU'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  rout  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive  ;  bin  when  we  have  ftufFd 
Thcfe  pipes,  and  thefe  conveyances  of  our  blood 
With  wine  and  feeding,  yrt  have  fupplef  fouls 
Than  in  our  priefl  like-fails ;  therefore  I*H  watch  him 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  requeft, 
And  then  Pll  fet  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindnefs, 
And  cannot  lofe  your  way. 

Men,  Good  faith,  I'll  prove  him, 
Speed  how  it  will.    I  mail  ere  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  fuccefs.  [Exit. 

Com,  He'll  nevev  hear  him. 

Sic,  Not? 

Com.  I  teil  you,  he  does  fit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome  :  and  his  injury^ 
The  gaoler  to  his  pity.    I  kneel'd  before  him  : 
'Twas  very  faintly  he  faid,  Rife  j  difmifs'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  fpcechlefs  hand  :  What  he  would  do, 
He  fent  in  writing  after  rr  e  ,  what  he  would  not, 
Bound  with  an  oath,  to  yield  to  his  conditions : 
So  that  all  hope  is  vain  ; 
Unlefs  his  noble  mother,  and  his  wife, 
Who,  as  I  hear,  mean  to  folicit  him 
For  mercy  to  his  country— Therefore,  let's  hence, 
And  with  our  fair  entreaties  hafte  them  on.  [Exeunt  r 
SCENE  II. 
7Jhe  Volfcian  Camp. 
Enter  Menenius  to  the  Watch,  or  Guard, 

i  Watch,  Stay  ;  Whence  are  you  ? 
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2  Watch.  Stand,  and  go  back. 

Men.  You  guard  like  men ;   'tis  well  :  Bin,  by 
your  leave, 
I  am  an  officer  of  ftate,  and  come 
To  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. 

1  Watch.  From  whence? 

Men.  From  Rooie. 

1  Watch.  You  may  not  pafs,  you  mull  return  ;  our 

general 

Will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 

2  Watch.  You'll  fee  year  Rome  embrae'd  with 

fire/  before 
You'll  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men.  Good  my  friends, 
If  you  have  heard  your  general  talk  of  PvOine, 
And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  lots  to  blanks, 
My  name  hath  touch'd  your  ears  ;  it  is,  Meoenius. 

1  Watch.  Ee  it  fo ;  go  back  ;  the  virtue  of  your 
name 
I*  not  here  paflahle. 

Men.  I  tell  thee  fellow, 
Thy  general  is  my  lover:  i  have  been 
The  book  of  his  good  ac~ts,  whence  men  have  read 
His  fame  unparailel'd,  happily  amplified  ; 
For  I  have  ever  verify'd  my  friends, 
(Of  whom  he's  chief),  with  all  the  fize  that  verity 
Would  withouc  lapftng  fuffer ;  nay,  fometimes, 
Like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  fubtte  ground, 
I  have  tumbled  pail  the  threw  ;  and  in  his  praife 
Have,  almoft  ftamp M  the  leafing  :  Therefore,  fellow, 
I  mud  have  leave  to  pafs. 

1  Watch.  'Faith,  fir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies 
in  his  behalf,  as  you  have  utter'd  words  in  your  own, 
you  fhould  not  pafs  here  ;  no,  though  it  were  as  vir- 
tuous to  lie,  as  to  live  chaftely.    Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  Prythee,  fellow,  remember  my  name  is 
Menenius,  always  faclionary  on  the  party  of  your 
general. 

2  Watch.  Howfdever  you  have  been  his  liar,  (as 
you  fay,  you  have);  I  am  one  that,  telling  true  Under 
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him,  mud  fay,  you  cannot  pafs.    Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  Has  he  din'd,  can'fl  thou  tell  ?  for  I  would 
not  fpeak  with  him  till  afcer  dinner, 

I  Watch.  You  are  a  Roman,  are  you  : 

Men.  I  am  as  thy  general  is. 

1  Watch.  Then  you  mould  hate  Rome,  as  he  does. 
Can  you,  when  you  have  paih'd  out  of  your  gates 
the  very  defender  of  them,  and,  in  a  violent  popular 
ignorance,  given  your  enemy  your^  fhield,  think  to 
front  his  revenges  with  the  eafy  groans  of  old  women, 
the  virginal  palms  of  your  daughters,  or  with  the 
palfy'd  intercejfion  of  fuch  a  decay 'd  dotard  as  you 
teem  to  be  ?  Can  you  think  to  blow  out  the  intended 
fire  your  city  is  ready  to  flame  in,  with  fuch  weak 
breath  as  this  ?  No,  you  are  deceiv'd ;  therefore, 
back  to  Rome,  and  prepare  for  your  execution;  you 
are  condemned,  our  general  has  fworn  you  out  of 
reprieve  and  pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  captain  knew  I  were  here,  he 
would  ufe  me  with  e  Aim  at  ion. 

2  Watch,  Come,  my  captain  knows  you  not. 
Men.  1  mean  thy  general. 

i  Watch.  My  general  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I 
fay,  go,  left  I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  blood  ; — 
back,  that's  the  utmoR  of  your  having  : — back. 

Men.  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow, — 

Enter  Coriolanus ,  nuith  Aitfidius. 

Cor.  What's  the  matter  ; 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,  I'll  fay  an  errand  for 
you  ;  you  mall  know  now,  that  I  am  in  estimation  ; 
you  mail  perceive  that  a  Jack  guardant  cannot  omce 
me  from  mv  fon  Coriolanus  :  guefs  by  my  entertain- 
ment with  him,  if  thou  ftand'it  not  i'  the  ftate  of 
hanging*  oroffome  death  more  long  in  fpc&ator- 
hip,  and  crueller  infuffering  ;  behold  now  prefently, 
and  fwoon  for  what's  to  come  upon  thee.— 'I  he  gio- 
rio«s  gods  fit  in  hourly  fynod  about  thy  particular 
profperity,  and  love  thee  no  worfe  than  thy  old  fa- 
ther  MenmiiM  does  !  O,  my  fon,  my  fon!  thou  art 
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preparing  fire  for  us  ;  look  thee,  here's  water  to 
quench  it.  I  was  hardly  moved  to  come  to  thee;  but 
being  afiured,  none  but  myfeif  could  move  thee,  I 
have  been  blown  out  of  your  gates  with  fighs  ;  and 
conjure  thee  to  pardon  Rome,  and  thy  petitionary 
countrymen.  The  good  gods  aflwage  thy  wrath, 
and  turn  the  dregs  of  it  upon  this  varlet  here  ;  this, 
who,  like  a  block,  hath  denied  my  accefs  to  thee. 

Cor,  Away  ! 

Men,  How  !  away  ! 

Cor.  Wife,  mother,  child  Iknow  not.    My  affairs 
Are  fervanted  to  others  :  Though  I  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  my  remiffion  lyes 
In  Volfcian  breafts.    That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Jngrate  forgetfulnefs  fhall  poifon,  rather 
Than  pity,  note  how  much. — Therefore,  be  gone. 
Mine  ears  againft  your  fuits  are  ftronger,  than 
Your  gates  againft  my  force.    Yet  for  I  love  thee, 
Take  this  along  ;  I  writ  it  for  thy  fake, 

[  Gives  him  a  letter. 
And  would  have  fent  it.    Another  word  Menenius, 
I  v,  ill  not  hear  thee  fpeak. — This  man,  Aufidius, 
Was  my  belov'd  in  Rome ;  yet  thou  behold 'ft — 

Auf,  You  keep  a  conftant  temper.  \Exeunt. 
Manent  the  Guard \  and  Menem  us. 

1  Watch,  Now,  fir,  is  your  name  Menenius. 

2  Watch,  'Tis  a  fpell,  you  fee,  of  much  power :— 
You  know  the  way  home  again. 

1  Watch,  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  ment  -fox  keep- 
ing your  greatnefs  back  ? 

2  Watch.  What  caufe,  do  you  think,  I  have  to 
fvvoon  ? 

Men,  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  your  ge- 
neral ;  for  fuch  things  as  you,  I  can  fcarce  think 
there's  any,  you  are  ib  flight.  He  that  hath  a  will 
to  die  by  himfelf,  fears  it  not  from  another.  Let 
your  general  do  his  worft.  For  you,  be  that  you 
are,  long;  and  your  mifery  increafe  with  your  age! 
I  fay  to  you,  as  I  was  faid  to,  Awav  !  T  Exit* 
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1  Watch.  A  noble  fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

2  Watch.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general ; 
He  is  the  rock,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind- maker.. 

[ExeurJ. 

SCENE  III. 
A  Tent. 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  Aufidius. 
Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to-morrow 
Set  down  our  hoft. — My  partner  in  this  adtion. 
You  rnufl  report  to  the  Volfcian  lords,  how  plainly 
I  have  borne  this  bufinefs. 

Auf.  Only  their  ends 
You  have  refpecled  ;  ftopp'd  your  ears  agaiaft 
The  general  fuit  of  Rome ;  never  admitted 
A  private  whifper,  no,  not  with  fuch  friends 
That  thought  them  fure  of  ycu. 

Cor.  This  laft  old  man, 
Whom  with  a  crack't  heart  I  have  fent  to  Rome, 
Lov'd  me  above  the  meafure  of  a  father  ; 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.    Their  lateft  refuge 
Was  to  fend  him :  for  whofe  old  love,  I  have 
(Though  I  {hew'd  fourly  to  him),  once  moreofTer'd 
The  rirft  conditions,  which  they  did  refufe, 
And  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only, 
That  thought  he  could  do  more ;  a  very  little 
I  have  yielded  to:  Frelh  embames,  and  iuits, 
Nor  from  the  Hate,  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 
Will  I  lend  ear  to. — Ha !  What  fliout  is  this  ? 

[Shout  within. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow 
In  the  fame  time  'tis  made  ?   1  will  not. — 
Enter  Virgilia,   Volumnia,   Valeria,  ycung  Marcius, 

vuith  Attendants,  all  in  mourning. 
My  wife  comes  foremofl ;  then  the  honoured  mould 
Wherein  this  trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  hand 
The  grandchild  to  her  blood.    But,  out,  affcclion! 
All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature^  break  ! 
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Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obftinate.— 

What  is  that  curt' fy  worth  ?  or  thofe  dove's  eyes, 

Which  can  make  gods  forfworn  ? — I  melt,  and  am  not 

Of  ftronger  earth  than  ethers. — My  mother  bows; 

As  if  Clympus  to  a  mole-hill  mould 

In  fupplication  nod  :  and  my  young  boy 

Hath  an  afpeft  of  interceflion,  which 

Great  nature  cries,  Deny  not, — Let  the  Volfces, 

Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy  ;  I'll  never 

Be  fuck  a  go  fling  to  obey  inilinct ;  but  Hand, 

As  if  a  man  were  author  of  irimfelf, 

And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Virjr*  My  lord  and  hufband  ! 

Cor.  Thefe  eyes  are  not  the  fame  I  w  ere  in  Rome. 

Virgi  The  for  row,  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd, 
Makes  you  think  fo. 

Cor.  Like  a  dull  actor  now, 
I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out, 
Even  to  a  f  ull  difgrace. — Belt,  of  my  flefn, 
Forgive  my  tyranny  :  but  do  not  fay, 
For  that,  Forgive  cur  Romans. — O,  a  kifs 
Long  as  my  exile,  fweet  as  my  revenge  ! 
Now  by  the  jealous  queen  of  heaven,  that  kifs 
1  carried  from  thee,  dear ;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin'd  it  e'er  fince. — You  gods !  I  pratej 
And  the  moil  noble  mother  of  the  world 
Leave  undiluted  : — Sink,  my  knee,  i'  the  earth  ; 

[Kneels, 

Of  thy  deep  duty  more  impreffion  mew 
Thin  that  of  common  fpns. 

Vol.  O,  fiand  up  bieft ! 
Whilft,  with  no  fofter  cufhion  than  the  flint, 
I  kneel  before  thee  ;  and  unproperly 
Shew  duty,  as  miftaken  all  the  while  [Kneels-. 
Between  the  child  and  parent. 

Ccr.  What  is  this  ? 
l  our  knees  to  me  ?  to  your  corrected  fon? 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
Fillop  the  ftar§  ;  then  let  the  mutinous  winds 


l€/6 


CORIOLANUS. 


Strike  the  proud  cedars  'gainft  the  fiery  fun  ; 
Mmd'rin^  impoflibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  flight  work. 

Vol.  Thou  art  my  warrior  ! 
I  holp  to  frame  thee.    Do  you  know  this  lady  ? 

[  Pointing  to  Valeria. 

Ccr.  The  noble  fitter  of  Publicola, 
The  moon  of  Rome  ;  chafte  as  the  ificle 
That's  curdled  by  the  frofl  from  pirreft  fnow, 
And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple  :  Dear  Valeria  ! 

Vol.  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  yours, 

[  Shewing  young  Marcius. 
Which  by  the  interpretation  of  full  time 
May  mew  like  all  yourfelf. 

Cor.  The  god  of  foldiers. 
With  the  confent  of  fupreme  Jove,  inform 
Thy  thoughts  with  noblenefs ;  that  thou  may 'ft  prove 
To  fname  invulnerable,  and  Hick  V  the  wars 
Like  a  great  fea-mark,  ftanding  every  flaw, 
And  faving  thofe  that  eye  thee ! 

Vol.  Your  knee,  firrah. 

Cor.  That's  my  brave  boy* 

Vol.  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  myfelf, 

Are  fuitors  to  you. 

Cor.  I  befeech  you,  peace: 
Or,  if  you'd  afk,  remember  this  before  ; 
The  things,  I  have  forfworn  to  grant,  may  never 
Be  held  by  you  denials.    Do  not  bid  me 
Difmifs  my  foldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Roms's  mechanics : — Tell  me  not 
Wherein  I  feem  unnatural  :  Defire  not 
To  allay  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Your  colder  reafons. 

Vol,  Oh,  no  more,  no  more! 
Yon  have  faid,  you  will  not  grant  us  any  things 
for  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  ai'k,  but  that 

"  L-  you  deny  already  :  Yet  we  will  a&  ; 
That,  if  we  fail  in  our  requeft,  the  blame 
May  hang  upon  vour  bardnefs :  therefore  hear  us. 
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Cor  Aufidins,  and  you  Voltes,  mark ;  for  we'll 
Hear  nought  from  Rome  in  private. — Your  requeft? 

Vol.  Should,  we  be  filen  t  and  not  fpeak,  our  raiment 
And  Mate  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We  have  led  fince  thy  exile.    Think  with  thyfelf, 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither  :   fince  that  thy  fight,  which 
mould 

Make  our  eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance  with 
comforts, 

Conftrains  them  weep,  and  make  with  fear  and  forrow; 

Making  the  mother,  wife,  and  child,  to- fee 

The  fon,  the  hufband,  and  the  father,  tearing 

His  country's  bowels  out.    And,  to  poor  we, 

Thine  enmity's  molt  capital :  thou  barr'ft  us 

Our  prayers  to  the  god's,  which  is  a  comfort. 

That  all  but  we  enjoy  :  For  how  can  we,, 

Alas !  how  can.  we  for  our  country  pray, 

Whereto  we  are  bound  ;  together  with  thy  victory* 

Whereto  we  are  bound?  Alack  !  or  we  muft  lofe 

The  country,  our  dear  nurfe  ;  or  elfe  thy  perfon, 

Oar  comfort  in  the  country.    We  mull  find 

An  evident  calamity,  though  we  had 

Our  wifh,  which  fide  mould  win  :  for  either  thou 

Muft,  as  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 

With  manacles  through  oar  Greets  ;  or  elfe 

Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin ; 

And  bear  the  palm,  for  having  bravely  fhed 

Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.    For  myfelf,  fon, 

I  purpofe  not  to  wait  on  fortune,  'till 

Thefe  wars  determine:  If  I  cannot  perfuade  thee 

Rather  to  fhew  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts, 

Than  feek  the  end.  of  one,  thou  malt  no  fooner 

March  to  afFault  thy  country,  than  to  tread 

(Truft  to  't,  thou  fhalt  not)  on  thy  mother's  womb,. 

That  brought  thee  to  this  world.. 

Vir.  Ay,  and  mine, 
That  brought  you  forth  this  boy,  to  keep  your  name 
Living  to  time. 


CORIOLANUS. 


A3  r. 


Boy.  He  fiiall  not  tread  on  me ; 
I'll  run  away  'till  I  arn  bigger,  but  then  I'll  fight* 

Ccr.  Not  of  a  woman's  tendernefs  to  be, 
Requires  nor  child  nor  woman's  face  to  fee. 
I  have  fat  too  long. 

Vol.  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus. 
If  it  were  fo,  that  our  requefl  did  tend 
To  fave  the  Romans,  thereby  to  deftroy 
The  Volfces  whom  you  ferve,  you  might  condemnus, 
As  poifonous  of  your  honour  :  No  ;  our  mit 
Is  that  you  reconcile  them  :  while  the  Vclfces 
May  fay,  "  This  mercy  we  have  fhewM  ;;?  the  Ro- 
mans, 

ie  This  we  receiv'd      and  each  in  either  fide 
Give  the  ail-hail  to  thee,  and  cry,  "  Be  bleft 
"  For  making  up  this  peace  !"  Thou  know '11,  great 
fon, 

The  end  of  war's  uncertain  ;.  but  this  certain. 

That,  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 

Which  thou  (halt  thereby  reap,  is  fuch  a  name, 

Whofe  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  curies  ; 

Wiiofe  chronicle  thus  writ, — "The  man  was  noble, 

t€  But  with  his  laft  attempt  he  wip'dit  out : 

x(  Deflroy'd  his  country,  and  his  name  remains 

<c  To  the  enfuing  age,  abhorr'd."  Speak  to  me,  fon: 

Thou  hall  afrecled  the  fine  Itrains  of  honour, 

To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  gods  ; 

To  tear  witli  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'  the  air, 

And  yet  to  charge  thy  fulphur  with  a  bolt 

That  mould  but  rive  an  oak.    Why  dole  not  fpeak  ? 

Think  'ft  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  r»an 

Still  to  remember  wrongs  ? — Daughter,  fpeak  yoa7 

He  cares  not  for  your  weeping. — Speak  thou,  boy  ; 

Perhaps,  thy  childifhnefs  will  move  him  more 

Than  can  our  reafons. — There  is  no  man  in  the  world 

More  bound  to  his  mother ;  yet  here  he  let's  me  prate, 

Like  one  i'  the  Hocks.    Thou  haft  never  in  thy  life 

Shew'd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtefy  ; 

When  Ihe',  (poor  hen!)  fond  of  no  fecond  br->od, 
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Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  wars,  and  fafely  home, 
Loaden  with  honour.    Say,  my  requeft's  unjuft, 
And  fpurn  me  back  :  But,  if  it  be  not  fo, 
Thou  art  not  honefl;  and  the  gods  will  plague  thee, 
That  thou  reilrain'fr.  from  me  the  duty,  which 
To  a  mother's  part  belongs. — He  turns  away : 
Down,  ladies  \  let  us  fhame  him  with  our  knees. 
To  his  furname  Corioianus  'longs  more  pride, 
Than  pity  to  our  prayers.    Down  :  An  end  :< 
This  is  the  iaft  : — So  we  will  home  to  Rome, 
And  die  among  our  neighbours. — Nay,  behold  us? 
This  boy,  that  cannot  teil  what  he  would  have, 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands,  for  fellowihip, 
Does  reafon  our  petition  with  more  ftrength  \ 
thou  had  to  deny't. — Come,  let  us  go  : 
This  fellow  had  a  Volfce  to  his  mother, 
His  wife  is  in  Corioli,  and  this  child 
Like  him  by  chance      Yet  give  us  our  difpatch : 
I  am  hunYd  until  our  city  be  afire, 
And  then  YW  fpeak  a  little. 
Cor.  Mother,  mother  i 

\  Holds  her  b\  the  hands  fusnt. 
What  have  you  done  ?  Behold  the  heavens  do  ope. 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  fcene 
They  laugh  at.    O  my  mother,  mother1.  O! 
You  have  wen  a  happy  victory  to  Rome : 
But  for  your  fen,-  believe  it,  O  believe  it, 
Moft  dangeroufly  you  have  with  him  prevail'd, 

If  no*  m  oil  mortal  to  him.    But,  let  it  come  .  

Aufidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I'll  frame  convenient  peace.    Now,  good  Aufidiws, 
Were  you  in  my  iiead,  fay,  would  you  have  heard 
A  mother  lefs?  or  granted  lefs,  Auhdius  ? 
Auf  :  J  was  mov'd  withal. 
Cor.  I  dare  be  fworn,  you  were  ; 
And,  Sir,  it  is  no  little  thing,  to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  fweat  companion.    But,  good  fir. 
What  peace  you'll  make,  advife  me  :   For  my  part., 
r\\  nor  to  Rome,  Vll  back  with  you;  aad  pray  yes. 
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Stand  to  me  in  this  caufe. — O  mother !  wife  ! 

Auf.  I  am  glad,  thou  hall  fet  thy  mercy  and  thy 
honour 

At  difference  in  thee  :  out  of  that  I'll  work 
Myfelf  a  former  fortune.  [Afide. 

[The  Ladies  make figns  to  driolanus. 
Cor.  Ay,  by  aad  by  ; 
But  we  will  drink  together ;  and  yon  mall  bear 

[7  b  Volumnia,  I 'irgilia,  &c* 
A  better  witnefs  back  than  words,  which  we, 
On  like  conditions,  will  have  counter-feal'd. 
Come,  enter  with  us.    Ladies,  you  deferve 
To  have  a  temple  built  you  :  all  the  f  .voris 
In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms, 
Could  not  have  made  this  peace.  [Exeunt... 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Fcrum,  in  Rome. 
Enter  Menenius  and  Sicinhis. 
Men.  See  you  yon  coign  o'  thecapitoL;  yon  corner- 
Mo  ne  ? 

Sic.  Why,  what  of  that  r 

Men.  If  it  be  pomble  for  you  to  difplace  it  with 
your  little  finger,  there  is  fome  hope  that  the  ladies 
of  Rome,  efpecially  his  mother,  may  prevail  with 
him.  But,  I  fay,  there  is  no  hope  in't  ;  our  throats 
are  fentene'd,  and ftay  upon  execution. 

Sic.  is 't  pouible,  that  fo  ihorta  time  can.  alter  the 
condition  of  a  man  ? 

Men.  There  is  difference  between  a  grub,  and 
a  butterfly ;  yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub.  This 
Marcius  is  grown  from  man  to  dragon  :  he  has 
wings  :  he's  more  than  a  creeping  thing. 

Sic.  He  lov'd  his  mother  dearly. 

Men.  So  did  he  me  :  and  he  no  more  remembers 
his  mother  now,  than  an  eight  year  old  horfe.  The 
tartnefs  of  his  face  fours  ripe  grapes.  When  he 
walks  he  moves  like  an  engine,  and  the  ground 
(brink:  before  his  treading.    He  is  able  to  pierce  a 
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corflet  with  his  eye  :  talks  like  a  knell,  and  his  hum 
is  a  battery.  He  fits  in  his  ftate,  as  a  thing  made 
for  Alexander.  What  he  bids  be  done,  is  finiiVd 
with  his  bidding.  He  wants  nothing  of  a  god,  but 
eternity,  and  a  heaven  to  throne  in. 

Sic,  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  character.  Mark  what 
mercy  his  mother  mall  bring  from  him  :  There  is  no 
more  mercy  in  him,  than  there  is  milk  in  a  male 
tiger  ;  and  that  mall  our  poor  city  find  ;  and  all  this 
is  'long  of  you. 

Sic.  The  gods  be  good  unto  us ! 

Men.  No,  in  fuch  a  cafe  the  gods  will  not  be  good 
unto  us.  When  we  banifh'd  him,  we  refpedled  not 
them  ;  and,  he  returning  to  break  our  necks,  they 
refpecl  not  us. 

Enter  a  Me/fenger. 
Me/  Sir,  if  you'd  fave  your  life,  fly  to  your  hoafe  : 
The  plebeians  have  got  your  fellow-tribune^" 
And  hale  him  up  and  down  ;  all  fwearing,  if 
The  Roman  ladies  bring  not  comfort  home., 
They'll  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Enter  another  Mejjenger. 
Sic.  What's  the  news  ? 

Me/.  Good  news,  good  news  r — The  ladies  have 
prevail'd, 

The  Volfces  are  diflodg'd,  and  Marcius  gene.: 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Rome, 
No,  not  the  expulfion  of  the  Tarqains. 
Sic.  Friend, 

Art  thou  certain,  this  is  true  ?  is  itmoil  certain? 

Me/.  Ascertain,  as  I  know  the  funis  fire  : 
Where  have  you  lurk'd.  that  you  make  doubt  of  it  i> 
Ne'er  through  an  arch  fo  hurry' d  the  blown  tide, 
As  the  recornforted  through  the  gates.    Why,  hark 
you ; 

[Trumpets,  hautboys*  drums  heat,  all  together* 
The  trumpets,  fackbuts,  pfalteries,  and  fifes, 
T&bors  and  cymbal?,  and  the  fhouting  Romans, 
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Make  the  fun  dance.    Hark  you  !     [A jhout  within. 

Men.  This  is  good  news  : 
I  will  go  meet  tlie  ladies.    This  Volumnia 
Is  worth  of  confuls,  ienitors,  patricians, 
A  city  fall;  of  tribunes,  fuch  as  you, 
A  fea  and  land  ftiHi:  You  have  prav'd  v»*e!I  to-day  ; 
This  morning,  for  ten  thoufand  of  your  thro?.ts 
Vd  not  have  given  a  doit.    Hark,  how  they  joy  ! 

[Scund Jfrli,  with  the  jhcuis. 

Sit.FiifL,  the  gods  blefs  you  for  your  tidings  :  next, 
Accept  my  thankfulncfs. 

Me/  Sir,  we  have  all  great  caufe  to  give  great 
thanks. 

Sic.  They  are  near  the  city  ? 

Me/.  Almost  at  point  to  enter. 

Sic*  We'll  meet  them,  and  help  the  joy.  [Exeunt. 
L?ileriwo  Senators,  with  the  ladies,  pajjir.g  over  the 
ft  age,  fcfc.  £if<T. 

Sen.  Behold  our  patronefs,  the  life  of  Rome  : 
Call  ail  your  tribes  together,  praife  the  gods, 
And  make  triumphant  fires  ;  ftrew  flowers  before 
ihcm : 

Unfhout  the  n  dfe  that  banifh'd  ?v/Iarcius, 
Repeal  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  mother: 

Cry, — .Welcome,  ladies,  welcome  !  

All.  Welcome,  ladies,  welcome  ! 

\_A flour ijh  with  drums  and  trumpets  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 
A  public  Place  in  Antium. 
Enter  Julius  Aufldius,  with  Attendants. 
Auf.  Go  tell  the  lords  of  the  city,  I  am  here  : 
Deliver  them  this  paper:  having  read  it, 
Hid  them  repair  to  the  market-place  ;  where  I, 
Even  in  theirs  and  in  the  commons'  ears, 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.    Pie  I  accufc, 
The  city  ports  by  this  hath  eniei  'd,  and 
Intends  to  appear  before  the  people,  hoping 
To  purge  himfelf  w  ith  words :  Difpatch — Moil  wcl 
come  ! 
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EnUr  ihrce  or  four  Conffirators  of  Aufidius*  faction. 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  general  ? 
Auf  Even  To, 

As  A  ith  a  man  by  his  own  alms  impoifon'd, 
And  with  his  charity  ilain. 

2  Cast.  Moil  noble  fir, 

Tf  you  do  hold  the  fame  intent  wherein 
You  whVd  us  parties,  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  your  great  danger. 

Auf  Sir,  I  cannot  tell  ; 
We  muft  proceed,  as  we  do  find  the  people. 

3  Con.  The  people  will  remain  uncertain,  whilft 
'Twixt  you  there's  difference;  but  the  fall  of  either 
Makes  the  furvivor  heir  of  all. 

Auf  I  know  it ; 
And  my  pretext  toftrik'e  at  him  admits  1 
A  good  conftruclion.    I  rais'd  him,  and  I  pawn'd 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth :  Who  being  fo  heightened, 
He  water'd  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flattery, 
Seducing  fa  my  friends  :  and,  to  this  end, 
He  bo'w'd  his  nature  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  unfwayable,  and  free. 

3  Con.  Sir,  his  ftoutnefs, 
When  he  did  Hand  for  conful,  which  lie  left 

By  lack  of  ftooping,  

Auf  That  I  would  have  fpoke  of : 
Being  banifli'd  for 't,  he  came  into  my  heartn; 
Prefented  to  my  knife  his  throat  :  I  took  him  ; 
Made  him  joint  fervant  with  me  ;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  ow  n  defir.es ;  nay,  let  him  choofe, 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projects  to  accomplifh, 
My  belt  and  frefheft  men  ;  ferv'd  his  defignments 
In  mine  own  perfon  ;  holp  to  reap  the  fame, 
Which  he  did  end  all  his ;  and  took  fome  pride 
To  do  myfeif  this  wrong  :  'till,  at  the  lalt, 
I  feem'd  his  follower,  not  partner;  and 
Hewag'd  me  with  his  countenance,  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenary. 

1  Con.  So  he  did,  my  lord  : 


cgriolanus 


The  army  marvell'd  at  it.    And,  in  the  laft. 
When  he  had  carried  Rome ;  and  that  we  look'd 
For  noleis  fpoil,  than  glory, — 

Auf.  There  was  it ; — 
For  which  my  finest  s  (hall  be  frretch'd  upon  him. 
At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  lies,  he  fold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  action  ;  Therefore  mail  he  die. 
And  Pll  renew  me  in  his  fall.    Bdt  hark  ! 

[Drums  and  trumpets  found,  *with  great  Jk  outs  of 
the  people, 

1  Con,  Your  native  town  you  enter'd  like  a  poir, 
And  had  no  welcomes  home  ;  but  he  returns, 
Splitting  the  air  with  noife. 

2  c  on.  And  patient  fools, 

Whole  children  he  hath  flain,  their  bafe  throats  tear, 
With  giving  him  glory. 

3  Con.  Therefore,  at  your  vantage, 
Ere,  he  exprefs  himfelf,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  v<  ouli  fay,  let  him  feel  your  fword, 
Which  an  e  will  iecond.    When  he  lies  along, 
After  your  v  ay  his  tale  pronoune'd  ihall  bury 
His  reafons  with  his  body. 

Auf.  Say  no  more; 
Here  come  the  lords. 

Enter  the  Lords  of  the  city. 

Lords.  You  are  molt  welcome  home. 

Auf.  I  have  not  deferv'd  it. 
But,  wortny  lords,  have  you  with  heed  perus'd 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

Lords.  We  have. 

i  Lord,  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 
What  faults  he  made  before  the  lalt,  I  think, 
Might  have  found  eafy  fines  :  but  there  to  end, 
Where  he  was  to  begin  ;  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  levies,  anfwering  us 
With  our  own  charge  ;  making  a  treaty,  where 
There  was  a  yielding  ;  This  admits  no  excufe. 

Auf.  He  approaches,  you  fhall  hear  hixn. 
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Enter  C ortolan  us,  with  drums  and  colours  j  the  Com- 
m  ns  Icing  with  him. 
Cor.  Hail,  lords  !  I  am  return'd  ycur  foldier  ; 
No  more  infected  with  my  country's  love, 
Than  w hen  I  parted  hence,  but  rtiil  fubfirting 
Under  your  great  command.    You  are  to  know, 
That  profperouily  I  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  paffage  led  your  wars,  even  to 
The  gates  of  Rome.    Our  fpoil,  we  have  brought 
home, 

Doth  more  than  counterpoife,  a  full  third  part, 

The  charges  of  the  action.    We  have  made  peace, 

With  no  lefs  honour  to  the  Antiates, 

Than  ihame  to  the  Romans:  And  we  here  deliver, 

Subfcrib'd  by  the  confuls  and  patricians, 

Together  with  the  leal  o'  the  fenate,  what 

We  have  compounded  on. 

Auf,  Read  it  not  noble  lords ; 
But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  higelt  degree 
He  hath  abus'd  your  powers. 

Cor.  Traitor  ! — How  now  ? 

Auf.  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius. 

Ccr.  Marcius! 

Auf.  Ay,  Marcius,  Caius  Marcius;  DonSthou  think 
I'll  grace  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  ilol'n  name 

Coriolanus  in  Corioii  ?  - 

You  lords  and  heads  of  the  Hate,  perndiouily 
He  has  betray'd  your  bufmefs,  and  given  up, 
For  certain  drops  of  fait,  ycur  city  Rome 
(I  fay,  ycur  city)  to  his  wife  and  mother  : 
Breaking  his  oath  and  resolution,  like 
A  tfvvifl:  of  rotten  filk  ;  never  admitting 
Counfel  0'  the  war  ;  but  at  his  nurfe's  tears 
He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  viclcry ; 
That  pages  blufh'dat  him,  and.  men  of  heart 
Lcok'd  v  ondering  each  at  ctl  er, 

Ccr.  Hear'ft  thou,  Mars  r— 

Auf.  Name  not  the  god,  thou  bey  of  tears. — - 

Ccr.  Ha! 
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Arf.  No  more. 

Cor.  Meafurelefs  liar,  thou  haft  made  my  heart 

Too  great  for  what  contains  it.    Boy  !  O  ilave  !  

Pardon  me.  lords,  'tis  the  iirft  time  that  ever 
I  was  forc'd  to  fcold.    Your  judgments,  my  grave 
lords, 

Muft  give  this  cur  the  lie  :  and  his  own  notion 
(Who  wears  my  ftripes  impre*!  upon  him;  that 
Mult  bear  my  beating  to  his  grave)  mall  join 
To  thruft  the  lie  unto  him. 

1  Lor  J.  Pea  e,  both,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Ccr.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Vol  fees,  men  and  lads, 
Stain  all  your  edges  in  me. — Boy  !  Falfe  hound  I 
If  you  have  writ  your  annuls  true,  tis  there, 
That,  like  an  eagle  on  a  dove-cote,  I 
Fiqtter'd  your  Volfces  in  Corioli: 
Alone  I  did  it.  Boy  ! 

Auf.  Why,  noble  lords, 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune, 
Which  was  your  fhame,  by  this  unholy  braggart., 
Tore  your  own  eyes  and  e  ns  ? 

All  Con.  Let  him  die  fort. 

All  People.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  do  it  prefently. 

[  The  croud  f peak  promifcuoufty* 
He  fcill'4  my  ion, — My  daughter, — He  full'd  my 

c  o  ufin  Marc  ins. 
He  kilPd  my  father; 

2  Lord.  Peace .  bo  ; — no  outrage  : — peace. — 
The  man  is  noble,  and  i  m  fame  folds  in 

This  orb  o7  the  t  su\ :  Kis  lalt  oixences  to  us 
Shall  have  judicious  hearing. — Stand,  Au£dlus, 
And  trouble  net  the  peace. 

Cor.  O,  that  I  had  <dm, 
With  fix  AulldiufeS;  or  more,  his  tribe, 
To  nfe  my  lawful  fa  01 1 ! 

Auf.  Inlbleot  vilLin  ! 

Ml  Con.  Kill,  kill",  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 

[Aujidius  and  the  Confpirators  draw,  and  kiu 
J\Lir<u<s,  yjho  fpdU,  and  Aujidius  ftands  on  him. 
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Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Auf.  My  noble  mailers,  hear  me  fpeak. 

1  Lord.  O  Tullus, — 

2  Lord.  Thdtt'Raft  dene  a  deed,  whereat 
Valour  ^  ill  weep. 

3  jiotd.  Tread  not  upon  him. — Matters  all,  be 

quiet  ; 
Put  up  your  fvvords. 

Auf.  My  lords,  when  you  (hall  know  (as  in  this, 
rage, 

Provok'd  by  him,  you  cannot)  the  great  danger 
Which  this  man's  life  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.    Pleafe  it  your  honours 
To  call  me  to  your  fenate,  I'll  deliver 
Myfelf  your  loyal  fervant,  or  endure 
Your  heavier!  cenfure. 

1  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  body, 

And  mourn  you  for  him  :  let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  moil  noble  corfe,  that  ever  herald 
Did  follow  to  his  urn. 

2  Lord.  His  own  impatience 

Takes  from  Aufidius  a  great  part  of  blame, 
Let's  make  the  bed  of  it. 

Auf.  My  rage  is  gone, 
And  I  am  ftruck  with  for  row. — Take  him  up: 
Help,  three  o'  the  chiefeft  foldiers ;  I'll  be  one.— 
Beat  thou  the  drum,  that  it  fpeak  mournfully  : 
Trail  your  fteel  pikes. — Though  in  this  city  he 
Hath  widow'd  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury, 
Yet  he  mail  have  a  noble  memory. 
Affift. 

\  Exeunt,  bearing  the  body  of  Marcius,  A  dead 
march  founded. 


NOTE. 

The  tragedy  of  Coriolanus  is  one  of  the  moft  amuftfig  of  our 
§tithor'i  performances.    The  old  man's  merriment  in  M Olenitis.; 
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the  lofey  lady's  dignity  in  Volumnia  ;  the  bridal  modefty  in  Vir- 
gil:a ;  the  patrician  arid  military  haughtinefs  in  Oriolanus  ;  the 
plebeian  malignity,  and  tr'tbunitian  infolence  in  Brutus  and  Sici- 
nius,  make  a  very  pleafing  and  interesting  variety:  and  the 
various  revolutions  of  the  hero's  fortune  fill  the  mind  with  anxious 
curiofity.  There  is,  perhaps,  too  much  buftle  in  the  firft  aft, 
snd  too  little  in  the  lait. 


THE  END. 


JULIUS  CjESAR. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Artemidcrus,  a  Soph  ill  of  Cnidos. 
A  Soothfayer. 

Cinna,  a  Poet :  Another  Poet. 

Lucilius,  Titinius,  Mejjala,  Young  Cato,  and  Velum- 
nius,  Friends  to  Brutus  and  Caffius. 

Varro,  Clitus,  Claudius,  Strata,  Lucius,  Dardanius  I 
Servants  to  Brutus, 

Pindarus,  Servant  to  QilTius. 

Calphurnia,  Wife  to  Csefar. 
Portia,  Wife  to  Brutus. 

Plebeians,  Senators,  Guards,  Attendants,  &c. 


Jidius  Ca>far. 
Ocla<vius  C 'a 7 far, 
/If.  Antonius, 
M.  JE?nil.  Lcfidus, 
Cicero,  1 
Publius,  >  Se 


Triumvirs,  after  the  Death 
of  Julius  Ca?far. 


Popiltus  Lena,  ) 
Prut  us, 
CaJJius, 
Cajla, 

Trebcnius,  \ 
Li  gar  i  us,  ( 
Decius  Brutus, 
Metellus  Ci?nber 
Cinna. 


Y  Confpirators  againfl  Julius  Ca^far. 


Scene,  for  the  three  firft  ASs,  at  Rome:  afterwards! 
aj;  an  Ifland  near  Mutina ;  at  Sardis ;  and  near  Philippi! 


JULIUS  C^SAR. 


 ~^M«ij«SlVKf««  

ACT    I.       SCENE  I. 

ROME. 

A  Street. 

Enter  Flavins,  Manillas,  and  certain  Commoners. 

Flav.  T  T  E  N  C  E  ;  home,  you  idle  creatures,  get 

J   |  you  home  : 

Is  this  a  holiday  ?  What !  know  you  not, 
Being  mechanical,  y%.    ought  not  walk, 
Upon  a  labouring  day,  w  ithout  the  fig n 
Of  your  profeffion  ?— Speak,  what  trade  art  thou  ? 

Car.  Why,  fir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar.  Where  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy  rule  ? 
What  doft  thou  with  thy  beft  apparel  on  ? — 
You,  fir ;  what  trade  are  you  ? 

Cob.  Truly,  fir,  in  refpeft  of  a  fine  workman,  I 
am  but,  as  you  would  fay,  a  cobler. 

Mar.  But  what  trade  art  thou?  Anfwer  me  directly . 

Cob.  A  trade,  fir,  that,  I  hope,  I  may  ufe  with 
a  fafe  confeience;  which  is,  indeed ,  fir,  a  mender 
of  bad  foals 

Flaw.  What  trade,  thou  knave  ?  thou  naughty 
knave,  what  trade  ? 

Cob.  Nay,  1  befeech  you,  fir,  be  not  out  with  me: 
Yet,  if  you  be  out,  fir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that  ?  Mend  me,  thou 
faucy  fellow  ? 

Cob.  Why,  fir,  cobble  you. 

Flaw.  Thou  art  a  cobler,  art  thou? 

Cob.  Truly,  fir,  all  that  I  live  by  is,  with  the 
awl:  I  meddle  vdth  no  trade,— man's  matters,  nor 
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woman's  matters,  but  with  a^vl.  lam,  indeed,  fir, 
a  furgeon  to  old  (hoes;  when  they  are  in  great  dan- 
ger, I  recover  them.  As  proper  men  as  ever  trod 
upon  neats-leather,  have  gone  upon  my  handy-work, 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  tlr  mop  to-day  > 
Why  doft  thou  lead  thefe  men  about  the  itreets  ? 

Cob.  Truly,  fir,  to  wear  out  their  fhoes,  to  get 
myfelfinto  more  work.  But,  indeed,  fir,  we  make 
holiday,  to  fee  Caefar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mar.  Wherefore  rejoice  r  What  conquer!  brings 
he  home  ?  * 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot  wheels  ? 
You  blocks,  you  Hones,   you  worfe  than  fenfelefs 
things  ? 

O,  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Pompey  ?  Many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements, 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney -tops, 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  fat 
The  live-long  day,  with  patient  expectation, 
To  fee  great  Pompey  pafs  the  flreets  of  Rome  : 

And  when  you  faw  his  chariot  but  appear, 

f lave  you  not  made  an  univerfal  rhout, 

That  T)  ber  trembled  underneath  his  banks, 

To  hear  the  replication  of  3  our  founds, 

Made  in  his  concave  mores  ? 

And  do  you  now  put  on  your  beft  attire  ? 

And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday  ? 

And  do  you  now  ftrew  flowers  in  his  way, 

That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompey's  blood  ? 

Be  gone ; 

Run  to  your  houfes,  fall  upon  your  knees, 
Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  mult  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

Fla-v.  Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and  for  this  fault, 
AfTemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  fort ; 
Draw  them  to  Tyber's  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  'till  the  lowed  ftrcam 
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Do  kifs  the  mofl  exalted  mores  of  all. 

[  Exeunt  Commoners. 
See,  whe'r  their  bafeft  metal  be  not  mov'd  ; 
They  vaniiri'd  tongue  ty'd  in  their  guiltinefs. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol ; 
This  way  will  I :  Difrobe  the  images, 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  ceremonies. 

Mar.  May  we  do  fo  ? 
You  know  it  is  the  feaft  of  Lupercal. 

Flaw.  It  is  no  matter  ;  let  no  images, 
Be  hung  with  Caefar's  trophies.    I'll  about, 
And  drive  away  the  vulgar  from  the  fcreets  : 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
Thefe  growing  feathers  pluck'd  from  Caefar's  wing, 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch  ; 
Who  elfe  would  foar  above  the  view  of  men, 
And  keep  us  all  in  fervile  fearfulnefs.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  fame. 

Enter  C afar  ;  Antony  y  for  the  courfe ;  Calphurnia, 
Portia,  Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  Cafftus,  Cafca,  a 
Soothfayer,  &c. 

Caf  Calphurnia,  

Cajca.  Peace,  ho  !  Caefar  fpeaks. 

Caf  Calphurnia,  

Calp.  Here,  my  lord. 

Caf  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius'  way, 
When  he  doth  run  his  courfe. — Antonius. 

Ant.  Caefar,  my  lord. 

Caf  Forget  not,  in  your  fpeed,  Antonius, 
Touch  Calphurnia  :  for  our  elders  fay, 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chafe, 
Shake  of  their  fleril  curfe. 

Ant.  I  mall  remember  : 
When  Caefar  fays,  Do  this,  it  is  performed, 

Caf  Set  on ;  and  leave  no  ceremony  out. 

Soth.  Caefar. 

Caf  Ha!  Who  calls? 
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Cafca.  Bid  every  noife  be  ftill : — Peace  yet  again. 

C&f.  Who  is  it  in  the  prefs,  that  calls  on  me  ? 
I  hear  a  tongue,,  mriller  than  all  the  mufic, 
Cry  Caefar :  Speak  ;  Casfar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Caf.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Bru.  A  fbothfaver  bids,  you  beware  the  ides  of 

March/  ^ 
C<ef,  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  face. 
Caf  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng : — Look  upon 
Csfar. 

C&f  What  fay 'ft  thou  to  me  now  ?  Speak  once  again. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Caf  He  is  a  dreamer ;  let  us  leave  him  : — pafs. 

[  Sennet.    Exeunt  Co-far  and  train* 
Caf  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  courfe  I 
Bru.  Not  L 
Caf.  I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  gamefome  ;  I  do  lack  fome  part 
Of  that  quick  fpirit  that  is  in  Antony. 
Let  me  net  hinder  Camus,  your  defires ; 
I'll  leave  you. 

Caf.  Brutus  T  do  obferve  you  now  of  late  : 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentlenefs, 
And  fhew  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have  : 
You  bear  too  ftubborn  and  too  rlrange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru.  Caffius, 
Be  not  deceiv'd  :  If  I  have  veiPd  my  look* 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myfelf.    Vexed  I  arn, 
Of  late,  with  paflions  of  fome  difference, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myfelf, 
Which  give  fome  foil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviours : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd; 
(Among  which  number,  Camus,  be  you  one) 
Nor  conftrue  any  further  my  neglect, 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himfeif  at  war, 
Forgeta  the  mews  of  love  to  other  men. 
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Caf.  Then,  Brutus,  I  have  much  miftock  your 
paiiion  ; 

By  means  wnereof,  this  breaf:  of  mine  hath  bury'd 
thoughts  ofgrei  t  value,  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell,  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  fee  your  face? 

Em.  No,  Ca'Hus :  for  the  eye  lees  not  itfelf, 
But  by  reflection,  by  Tome  other  things. 

Caf.  'Tis  jult  : 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  fuch  mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthinefs  into  your  eye, 
That  you  might  fee  \our  Iliad ow.    I  have  heard, 
Where  many  of  the  bc.ll  refpect  in  Rome, 
(Except  immortal  Csefar)  (peaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke, 
Have  wifh'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Into  "what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,  Caffius, 
That  you  would  have  me  feek  into  myfelf 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Caf.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepar'd  to  hear: 
And,  lince  you  know  you  cannot  fee  yourfrff 
So  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  giafs, 
Will  modeftiy  discover  to  yourielf 
That  of  yourielf  which  yet  you  1  now  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutus : 
Were  1  a  common  laugher,  or  did  ufe 
Toil  ale  v,  ith  ordinary  oaths  nay  love 
To  every  new  protefter  ;  if  you  know 
That  i  do  fawn  cn  men,  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  fcandal  them  ;  or  if  you  know 
That  1  profds  myfelf  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

\_F  lour  iff?  U7id  fbwU 

Bru.  What  means  this  morning?  I  do  fear,  the 
people 

Choofe  Csefar  for  their  king. 

Caf.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  r 
Then  mult  I  think  you  v>  ould  not  have  it  10. 

Bru.  I  would  not,  Cafiius  ;yc%  I  love  him  well — 
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But  wherefore  do  ycu  hold  me  here  iblong  ? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  be  ought  toward  the  general  good, 
Set  honour  in  one  eye,  and  death  i'  the  other, 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  : 
For,  let  the  gods  fo  fpeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Caf.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus, 
As  well  as  l  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
Well,  honour  is  the  fubjed  of  my  ftory. — 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  ami  other  men 
Think  of  this  life  ;  but,  for  my  fmgle  felf, 
1  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  fuch  a  thing  as  I  my  felf. 
I  was  born  free  as  Caefar  ;  fo  were  you  : 
We  both  have  fed  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  guRy  day, 
The  troubled  T^ber  charing  with  his  fhores, 
Caefar  laid  to  me,  Darft  thou,  Cajjius,  nouj 
Leap  in  *with  me  into  this  angry  flood, 
And fivzm  to  yonder  point  P — Upon  the  word, 
Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 
And  bade  him  follow  :  fo,  indeed,  he  did. 
The  torrent  roar'd ;  and  we  did  buffet  it 
With  lafty  fmews ;  throwing  it  afide, 
And  ftemmiag  k  with  hearts  of  controverfy. 
But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  propos'd, 
Csfar  cry'd,  Help  me,  Cajjius,  or  1  Jink. 
I,  as  yEneas,  our  great  anccftor, 
Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  fhoulders 
The  old  Anchifes  bear,  fo,  from  the  waves  of  Tyber 
Did  I  the  tired  Caefar:  A\\&  this  man 
Jo  now  become  a  god  :  and  Caffusis 
A  wretched  creature,  and  mud  bend  his  body, 
If  Caefer  carelefsly  but  nod  on  him. 
He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 
And,  when  the  fit  m  as  on  him,  I  did  mark 
How  he  did  (hake  :  'tis  tn  e,  this  god  did  fhake. 
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His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly ; 

And  that  fame  eye,  whofe  bend  doth  awe  the  world, 

Did  lofe  his  lull  re  :  I  did  hear  him  groan  : 

Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  fpeeches  in  their  books* 

Alas !  it  cry'd,  Give  me  fame  drink,  Titifii'iis, 

As  a  fick  girl.    Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  fuch  a  feeble  temper  mould 

So  get  theftart  of  the  majeftic  world, 

And  .bear  the  palm  alone.  [Shout.  Flourijh. 

Bru.  Another  general  fhout ! 
I  do  believe,  that  thefe  applaufes  are 
For  fome  new  honours  that  are  heap'don  Caefar. 

Cuf.  Why,  man,  he  doth  beflride  the  narrow  world, 
Like  a  Cole  fTus  ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourfelves  difhonourable  graves. 
Men  at  fome  time  are  millers  of  their  fates  : 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  ftars, 
But  in  ourfelves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus,  and  Caefar:  What  fhould  be  in  that  Caefar? 
Why  fnould  that  name  be  founded  more  than  yours? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  month  as  well : 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy  ;  conjure  with  them, 
Brutus  will  Hart  a  fpirit  as  foon  as  Caefar. 
Now,  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once, 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  cur  Caefar  feed, 
That  he  is  grown  fo  great?  Age,  thou  art  mani'd': 
Rome,  thou  haft  loft  the  breed  of  noble  bloods  1 
when  went  there  by  an  age,  fmce  the  great  flood, 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  ? 
When  could  they  fay,  'till  now,  that  tajk'd  of  Rome, 
That  her  wide  walls  encornpafs'd  but  cue  man? 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enough, 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 
O  !  you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  fay, 
There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brook'd 
The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  flats  in  Rome, 

Vol.  VI.  T 
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As  eafily  as  a  king. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  rne,  I  am  nothing  jealous; 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  Tome  aim  : 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  thefe  times, 
I  fhall  recount  hereafter;  for  this  prefent, 
I  would  not,  fo  with  love  I  might  intreat  you, 
Be  any  further  mov'd.    What  you  have  faid, 
I  will  confider  ;  what  you  have  to  fay, 
I  will  with  patience  hear  ;  and  jind  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  anfwer,  fuch  high  things. 
'Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this ; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager, 
Than  to  repute  himfelf  a  fon  of  Rome 
Under  fuch  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Caf.  I  am  glad,  that  my  weak  words 
Have  {truck  but  thus  much  mew  of  fire  from  Brutus. 
Re-enter  Cafar  and  his  train, 

Bru.  The  games  are  done,  and  Csefar  is  returning. 

Caf.  As  they  pafs  by,  pluck  Cafca  by  the  fleeve : 
And  he  will,  after  his  four  fauiion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded,  worthy  note,  to-day. 

Bru.  I  will  do  fo: — But,  look  you,  Cailius, 
The  angry  fpot  doth  glow  on  Cadar's  brow, 
And  all  the  reft  look  like  a  chidden  train: 
Calphurnia's  cheek  is  pale  ;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  fuch  ferret  and  fuch  fiery  eyes, 
As  we  have  feen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  croiVd  in  conference  by  fome  fenators. 

Caf.  Cafca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

Caf.  Antonius. 

Ant.  Ca^far. 

Caf  Let  me  have  men  about  me,  that  are  fat ; 
Sleek-headed  men,  and  fuch  as  flcep  o'  nights: 
Yon  Gaffius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look  ; 
He  thinks  too  much  :  fuch  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  Cacfar,  he's  not  dangerous; 
He  is  a  noble  P^oman,  and  well  given. 

Caf  'Would  he  were  fatter  ; — But  I  fear  him  not: 
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Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 

I  do  not  know  the  inaa  I  mould  avoid 

So  foon  as  that  fpare  Caifius.    He  reads  much  ; 

He  is  a  great  obfsrver,  and  he  looks 

Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men:  he  loves  no  plays, 

As  thou  doft,  Antony  ;  he  hears  no  muiic  : 

Seldom  he  fmiles ;  and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort, 

As  if  he  mock'd  hirnfelf,  and  fcorn'd  his  fpirit 

That  could  be  mov'u  to  imile  at  any  thing. 

Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  eafe, 

Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themfelves  ; 

And  therefjre  are  they  very  dangerous. 

I  rather  teil  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 

Than  what  I  fear ;  for  always  I  am  Csefar. 

Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf, 

And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  think'ft  of  hirn. 

[Exeunt  C afar,  and  his  train* 
Marient  Brutus  and  Cafjius  :  Cafca  to  tbe?n. 

Cafca.  You  pulP.d  me  by  the  cloak ;  Would  you 
fpeak  w  ith  me  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  Cafca  ;  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to-day* 
That  Csefar  looks  fp  fad. 

Cafca.  Why,  yen  were  with  him,  were  you  not? 

Bra,  I  mould  not  then  alk  Cafca  what  had  chanc'd. 

Cafca.  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offer 'd  him  ;  and 
being  ofrer'd  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his 
hand,  thus ;  and  then  the  people  fell  a  fhouting, 

Bru.  What  was  the  fecond  noife  for  ? 

Cafca.  Why  for  that  too. 

Caf  They  fhouted  thrice;  What  was  the  laft  cry 
for? 

Cafca.  Why  for  that  too. 

Bru.  Was  the  crown  orfer'd  him  thrice  ? 

Cafca.  Ay,  marry,  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice* 
every  time  gentler  than  the  other ;  and  at  every  put- 
ting by,  mine  honerl  neighbours  fhouted, 

Caf  Who  offer'd  him  the  crown  ? 

Cafca.  Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Cafca> 
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Cafe  a,  I  can  as  well  fee  hang'd,  as  tell  the  man- 
ner of  it:   it  was  mere  foolery,  or  I  did  not  mark  it. 

I  faw  Mark  Antony  offer  him  a  crown;  yet  'twas- 

not  a  crown  neither,  'twas  one  of  thefe  coronets ; 
— and,  as  I  told  you,  he  put  it  by  once  :  bat,  for  all 
that,  to  my  thinking,  he  would  fain  have  had  it. 
Then  he  oiFer'd  it  to  him  again ;  then  he  put  it  by 
again  :  but,  to  my  thinking,  he  was^very  loth  to  lay  his 
fingers  oft* it.  And  then  he  ofter'd  it  a  third  time; 
he  put  it  the  third  time  by  :  and  frill  as  he  refus'dit, 
the  rabblement  hooted,  and  clapp'd  their  chopt  hands, 
and  threw  up  their  fweaty  night-caps,  and  utter'd 
fuch  a  deal  offtinking  breath  becaufe  Caefar  refus'd 
the  crown,  that  it  had  almoft  choak'd  Caefar;  for 
he  fwooned,  and  fell  down  at  it:  And  for  mine  own 
part,  I  durfl  not  laugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips, 
and  receiving  the  bad  air. 

Caf.  Butfoft,  I  pray  you:  What?  did  Caefar fwoon? 

Cafca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and 
foam'd  at  mouth,  and  was  fpeechlefs. 

Bru.  'Tis  very  like  ;  he  hath  the  falling-fickneft. 

Caf.  No,  Caefar  hath  it  not ;  but  you  and  I, 
And  honeft  Cafca,  we  have  the  falling-ficknefs. 

Cafca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ;  but, 
I  am  fure,  Caefar  fell  down,  if  the  tag-rag  people 
did  not  clap  him,  and  hifs  him,  according  as  he 
pleas'd,  and  difpleas'd  them,  as  they  ufe  to  do  the 
players  in  the  theatre,  I  am  no  true  man. 

Bru.  What  faid  he,  when  he  came  unto  himfelf  ? 

Cafca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  per- 
ceived the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refus'd  the 
crown,  he  pluck'd  me  ope  his  doublet,  and  offer'd 
them  his  throat  to  cut. — An  I  had  been  a  man  of 
any  occupation,  if  1  would  not  have  taken  him  at  a 
word,  I  would  I  might  go  to  hell  among  the  rogues: 
— and  fo  he  fell.  When  he  came  to  himfelf  again, 
he  faid,  if  he  had  done,  orfaid,  any  thing  amifs,  he 
defir'd  their  worfliips  to  think  it  was  his  infirmity. 
Three  or  four  wenches,  where  I  flood,  cry'd,  Alas, 
good  foul! — and  forgave  him  with  all  their  hearts : 


Aah 


JULIUS  CAESAR* 


221 


But  there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them :  if  Caefar 
had  Itabb'd  their  mothers,  they  would  have  done  no  lefs. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came,  thus  fad,  away  ? 

Cafe  a.  Ay. 

Caf  Did  Cicero  fay  any  thing  ? 
Cafca.  Av,  he  fpoke  Greek. 
Caf.  To  what  effecl:  ? 

Cafca.  Nay,  an  I  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'er  look 
you  i'  the  face  again  :  But  thofe  that  underilood 
him,  fmil'd  at  one  another,  and  Ihook  their  heads : 
but,  for  mine  own  part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.  I 
could  tell  you  more  news  too  :  Marullus  and  Fla- 
vius,  for  pulling  fcarfs  oiF  Csefar's  images,  are  put 
to  ulence.  Fare  you  well.  There  was  more  fool- 
ery yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Caf  Will  you  fup  with  me  to-night,  Cafca? 

Cafca.  No,  I  am  promis'd  forth. 

Caf  Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow  ? 

Cafca.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold> 
and  your  dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Caf  Good ;  I  will  expecl  you. 

Cafca.  Dofo:  Farewell  both.  [Exit\ 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ? 
He  was  quick  mettle,  when  he  went  to  fchool. 

Caf  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprize, 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form. 
This  rudenefs  is  a  fauce  to  his  good  wit, 
Which  giyes  men  llomach  to  digelt  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  fo  it  is.    For  this  time  I  will  leave  you ; 
To-morrow,  if  you  pleafe  tofpeak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you ;  or,  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Caf  I  will  do  fo  : — till  then,  think  of  the  world: 

[Exit  Brutus* 
Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble  :  yet,  I  fee, 
Thy  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  difpos'd :  Therefore  'tis  meet 
T  2 
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That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes : 

For  who  fo  firm,  that  cannot  be  feduc'd  ? 

Caefar  doth  bear  me  hard ;  but  he  loves  Brutus : 

If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Caffius, 

Ke  mould  not  humour  me.    I  will  this  night, 

In  feveral  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw, 

As  if  they  came  from  feveral  citizens, 

V/ ritings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 

That  Rome  holds  of  his  name  ;  wherein  cbfcurdy 

Csefar's  ambition  mall  be  glanced  at : 

And,  after  this,  let  Caefar  feat  him  fure  ; 

For  we  will  make  him,  or  worfe  days  endure. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  HI. 

A  fircet. 

Thunder  and  Lightning,     Enter    Cafca,    his  fzvord 
drawn  /  and  Cicero  meeting  hi?n. 

Cic.  Good  even,  Cafca*:  Brought  you  Caefat  home  ? 
Why  are  you  breathlefs  ?  and  why  flare  you  fo  ? 
Cafca.  Are  you  not  mov'd,  when  all  the  fway  of 
earth 

Shakes,  like  a  thing  unfirm  ?  O  Cicero, 

I  have  feen  tern  perls,  when  the  fcolding  winds 

Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  feen 

The  ambitious  ocean  fwell,  and  rage,  and  foam, 

To  be  exalted  with  the  threatening  clouds : 

But  never  'till  to-ni^ht,  never  'till  now, 

Did  I  go  through  a  tempeft  dropping  fire. 

Either  there  is  a  civil  itrifein  heaven ; 

Or  elfe  the  world,  too  faucy  M  ith  the  gods, 

Incenfes  them  to  fend  deftru&ic  n. 

Cic.  Why,  faw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 

Cafca.  A  common  Have  (you  know  him  well  by 

fight) 

Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame,  and  burn 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd  ;  and  yet  his  hand, 
Not  fenfibleof  fire,  remain'd  nnfcorch'd. 
Befides,  (I  have  not  fince  put  up  my  fword) 
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Againft  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion, 
Who  glar'd  upon  me,  and  went  furly  by, 
Without  annoying  me  :  and  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghaftly  women, 
Transformed  with  their  fear  ;  who  fwore,  they  faw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  ftreeti. 
And,  yefterday,  the  bird  of  night  did  fit, 
Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place, 
Hooting,  and  (hrieking.    When  thele  prodigi  :- 
Do  fo  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  fay, 
Thefe  are  their  reafons, — They  are  natural  j 
For,  I  believe,   they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic.  Indeed,  it  is  a  ftrange-difpofed  time  : 
But  men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  fafhion, 
Clean  from  the  purpofe  of  the  things  theHifelves, 
Comes  Ca^far  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  ? 

Cafca.  He  dcth:  for  he  did  bid  Antonius 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

Cic.  Good  night  then,  Cafe  a :  this  difturbed  iky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Cafca.  Farewell,  Cicero.  [Exit  Cicero 

Enter  Cajjius. 

Caf  Who's  there  ? 

Cafe  a.  A  Roman. 

Caf.  Cafca,  by  your  voice. 

Cafe  a.  Your  ear  is  good.    Caffius,  what  night  i 
this  ? 

Caf  A  very  pleaimg  night  to  honeftmen. 
Cafca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  fo? 
Caf.  Thofe,  that  have  known  the  earth  fo  full  0 
faults. 

Por  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  ftreets, 

Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night  ; 

And,  thus  unbraced,  Cafca,  as  you  fee, 

Have  bard  my  bofom  to  the  thunder- (lone  : 

And,  when  thecrofs  blue  lightning  feem'd  to  open 

The  breaft  of  heaven,  1  did  prefent  myfelf 

Even  in  the  aim  and  very  fiafb  of  it. 
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Cafca.  But  wherefore  did  you  fo  much  tempt  the 
heavens  ? 

It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble. 
When  the  moll  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  fend 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  aftonim  us. 

Cof  You  are  dull,  Cafca  ;  and  thofe  fparks  of  life 
That  mould  be  in  a  Reman,  you  do  want, 
Or  elfe  you  ufe  not :  You  look  pale,  and  gaze, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  care  yourfdf  in  wonder, 
To  fee  the  ft  range  impatience  of  the  heavens : 
But  if  you  would  consider  the  true  caufe, 
Why  all  thefe  fires,  why  ail  thefe  gliding  ghofts, 
Why  birds  and  beafls,  from  quality  and  kind  ; 
Why  old  men  fools,  and  children  calculate  ; 
Why  all  thefe  things  change  from  their  ordinance, 
Their  natures,  and  pre -formed  faculties, 
To  monftrous  quality  ;  why,  you  mail  fnd, 
That  heaven  hath  infus'd  them  w  ith  thefe  fpirits, 
To  make  them  initruments  of  fear,  and  warning, 
Unto  fome  monft  rous  ftate. 
Now  could  I,  Cafca,  name  to  the  a  man 
Moftlike  this  dreadful  night ; 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roars 
As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol : 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thyfeif,  or  me, 
In  pe/fonal  action  ;  yet  prodigious  gro  wn, 
And  fearful,  as  thefe  fcrange  eruptions  are. 

Cafca.  9  lis  Caefar  that  you  mean :  Is  it  not,  Caffius  ? 

Caj.  Let  it  be  v,  ho  it  is :  for  Romans  now 
Have  thews  and  limbs  like  to  their  anceuors; 
Eut,  woe  the  while  \  our  father*1  minds  are  dead, 
And  v.  e  are  govern'd  with  our  mothers'  fpirits  ; 
Our  yoke  and  fuifcrance  mew  us  womaniih. 

Cafca.  Indeed,  they  fay,  the  fenators  to-morrow 
Mean  to  erlablifh  Caefar  as  a  king  : 
And  he  ftiafl  wear  his  crown  by  lea,  and  land, 
In  every  place,  fave  here  in  Italy. 

Caf  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then;, 
Camus  from  bondage  will  deliver  Caffius; 
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Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  moll  fcrong  ; 

Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat: 

Nor  ftony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brafs, 

Nor  airlefs  dungeon,  norftrong  links  of  iron, 

Can  be  retentive  to  the  fhength  of  fpirit ; 

But  life,  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  bars, 

Never  lacks  power  to  difmifs  itfelf. 

If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  befides, 

That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 

I  pan  fliake  off  atpleafure. 

Cafe  a.  So  can  I  : 
So  every  bond-man  in  liis  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Caf  And  why  mould  Casfar  be  a  tyrant  then  ? 
Poor  man  !  I  know/  he  would  not  be  a  wolf, 
But  that  he  fees,  the  Romans  are  but  iheep  ; 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Thole  that  with  hafle  will  make  a  mighty  fire, 
Begin  it  with  weak  Uraws :  What  tram  is  Rome> 
What  rubbifh,  and  what  offal,  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bale  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Casfar?  But,  O,  grief! 
Where  haft  thou  led  me  ?  I,  perhaps,  fpeak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman :  then  I  know 
My  anfwer  muft  be  made :  But  I  am  arm'd, 
And  dangers  are  tome  indifferent. 

Cnfca*  Y  ou  fpeak  to  Cafca :  and  to  fuch  a  man, 
That  is  no  flearing  tell-tale.    Hold  my  hand; 
Be  factious  for  redrefs  of  all  thefe  griefs ; 
And  I  will  fet  this  foot  of  mine  as  far, 
As  who  goes  farthefc. 

Caf.  There's  a  bargain  made. 
Now,  know  you,  Cafca,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  cf  the  nobler-minded  Romans, 
To  undergo,  with  me,  an  enterprize 
Of  honourable-dangerous  confequence  ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this,  theyftay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch:  For  now,  this  fearful  night, 
There  is  no  ftir,  or  walking  in  the  flreets ; 
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And  the  complexion  of  the  element, 

It  favours  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 

Moft  bloody,  Hery,  and  molt  terrible. 

Enter  Linn  a. 

Cafca.  Stand  clofe  awhile,  for  here  comes  one  in 

jiafte. 

Caf  'Tis  China,  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait ; 
He  is  a  friend. — Cinna,  where  hafre  you  fo  ? 

Cin.  To  find  out  you :   W ho's*  that  ?  Metellus 
Cimber  ? 

Caf  No,  it  is  Cafca ;  one  incorporate 
To  cur  attempts.    Am  I  not  ftaid  for,  Cinna  ? 

Cm.  I  am  glad  on't.  What  a  fearful  night  is  this  ? 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  feen  ltrange  lights. 

Caf.  Am  I  not  ftaid  for  ?  Tell  me. 

Cin.  Yes, 

You  are.    O,  CafTius,  if  you  could  but  win 

The  noble  Brutus  to  our  party  

Caf.  Be  you  content :  Good  Cinna,  take  this  pa- 
per, 

And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  praetor's  chair, 

Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 

In  at  his  window  ;  fet  this  up  with  wax 

Upon  old  Brutus'  ftatue  :  all  this  done, 

Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  mall  find  us. 

Is  Decius  Brutus,  and  Trebonius,  there  ? 

Cin.  All  but  Metellus  Cimber ;  and  he's  gone 
To  feek  you  at  your  houfe.    Well,  I  will  hie, 
And  fo  beftow  thefe  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Caf  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  theatre. 

[Exit  Cinna, 
Come,  Cafca,  you  and  I  will,  yet,  ere  day, 
See  Brutus  at  his  houfe :  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already  ;  and  the  man  entire, 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Cafca.  O,  he  fits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts ; 
And  that,  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 
His  countenance,  like  richeft  alchymy, 
Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  >\  orthiaefs. 
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Caf.  |Jim j  and  his  worth,    and  oar  great  need  of 
him, 

Yon  have  right  well  conceited.    Let  us  go, 

For  it  is  after  midnigTit;  and,  ere  day, 

We  will  awake  Urn,  and  be  fure  of  him.  [Exeunt. 
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Enter  Brutus,  in  his  Orchard. 

Bru.  YT  THAT,  Lucius!  ho! — 

VV     I  cannot,  by  the  progrefs  of  thenars, 

Give  guefs  how  near  to  day.  Lucius,  I  fay  !  

I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  ileep  fo  foundly. — 
When,  Lucius,  when?  Awake,  I  {ay  :  What  Lu- 
cius ! 

E?iter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Call'd  you,  my  lord? 

Bru.  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  itudy,  Lucius  : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  my  lord.  [ Exit* 

Bru.  It  mull  be  by  his  death  ;  and,  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  perfonal  caufe  to  ipurn  at  him, 
But  for  the  general.    He  wouid  be  erown'd  : — 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,   there's  the 
queition. 

It  is  the  bright  day  that  brings  forth  the  adder; 
,And  that  craves  wary  walking.    Crown  him  ? — 
That  ;.— 

And  then,  I  grant,  we  put  a  fling  in  him, 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abufe  of  greatnefs  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorfe  from  pow  er :  And,  to  fpeak  truth  o^Caefer, 
I  have  not  known  when  his  affections  fway'd 
More  than  his  reafon.    But  'tis  a  common  proof, 
That  lowlinefs  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
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Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face : 

But  when  he  once  attain*  the  upmoft  round, 

He  then  unto  the,  ladder  turns  his  back  ; 

Looks  in  the  clouds,  fcorning  the  bafe  degrees 

By  wrhich  he  did  afcend :  fo  Csfar  may  ; 

Then,  left  he  may,  prevent.   And,  fince  the  quarrel 

Will  bear  no  colour  for  the  thing  he  is, 

Fafhion  it  thus ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 

Would  run  to  thefe,  and  thefe  extremities : 

And  therefore  think  him  as  a  ferpent's  egg. 

Which,  hatch'd,  would,  as  his  kind,  grow  mi-f- 

chievous  ; 
And  kill  him  in  the  fliell. 

Re-enter  Lucius, 

Luc.  The  taper  burnetii  in  yourclofet,  fir^ 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  1  found 
This  paper,  thus  feal'd  up ;  and,  I  am  fure, 
It  did  not  lie  there,  when  I  went  to  bed. 

Bru.  Get  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March? 

Luc.  I  knov.  not,  fir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  kalendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc.  I  will,  fir.  I  Exit. 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air, 
Give  fo  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

\_Opens  the  letter ,  and  reads. 
t(  Brutus,  thou  fleep'ft ;  awake,  and  fee  thyfelf. 

"  Shall  Rome  Speak,  flrike,  redrefs  ! 

(f  Brutus,  thou  fleep'ft  ;  awake," — 
Such  mitigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 
Where  I  have  took  them  up. 

*'  Shall  Rome"  Thus  muft  I  piece  it  out; 

Shall  Rome  ftand  under  one  man's  awe?  What!  Rome? 
My  anceftors  did  from  the  ftrects  of  Rome 
The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  cafl'd  a  king. 
"Speak,  ftrike,  redrefs!" — Am  I  entreated 
To  ipeak,  and  (hike  ?   O  Rome  !  I  make  thee  pro- 
mife, 

If  the  redrefs  will  follow,  thou  received 
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Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus ! 

Re-enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fourteen  days. 

[Knocks  ivithin. 

Bru.    'Tis  good.     Go  to  the  gate  ;  fomebody 
knocks.  [Exit  Lucius* 

Since  Caffius  firft  did  whet  me  againft  Caefar, 
I  have  not  flept. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing, 
And  the  firft  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantafma,  or  a  hideous  dream  : 
The  genius,  and  the  mortal  inftruments, 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  the  ftate  of  man, 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  fullers  then 
The  nature  of  an  infurre&ion. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Caffius  at  the  door, 
Who  doth  defire  to  fee  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  fir,  there  are  more  with  him. 
Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc.  No,  fir ;  their  hats  are  pluck'd  about  theirears. 
And  half  their  faces  bury'd  in  their  cloaks, 
That  by  no  means  I  may  difcover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

Bru.  Let  them  enter.  [Exit  Lucius* 

They  are  the  faction.    O  confpiracy  ! 
Sham' ft  thou  to  fhew  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night, 
When  evils  are  moft  free  ?  O,  then,  by  day, 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mafk  thy  monftrous  vifage?  Seek  none, confpiracy; 
Hide  it  in  fmile  and  affability  : 
For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  femblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  itfelf  were  dim  enough, 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  Caffius,  Cafca,  Deri  us,   Cinna,  Metellus,  and 
Trebonius. 

Caf.  I  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  reft: 
Good  morrow,  Brutus ;  Do  we  trouble  you  ? 
Vol.  VI.  U 
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^  Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour ;  awake,  all  night. 
Know  I  thefe  men,  that  come  along  with  you  ?  °  • 

Caf  Yes,  every  man  of  them ;  and  no  man.  here> 
But  honours  you :  and  every  one  doth  wifh, 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourfelf, 
Which  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius, 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Caf.  This,  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  Is  welcome  too.  v 

Caf  This,  Cafca  ;  this,  Cinna ; 
And  this,  Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpofe  themfelves 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night  ? 

Caf  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?  {They  whifper. 

Dec.  Here  lyes  the  eaft:  Doth  not  the  day  break 
here  ? 

Cafca.  No. 

Cin.  O,  pardon,  fir,  it  doth  ;  and  yon  grey  lines, 
That  fret  the  clouds,  are  meffengers  of  day. 

Cafca.  You  fhallconfefs,  that  you  are  both  deceiv'd. 
Here,  as  I  point  my  fword,  the  fun  arifes ; 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  fouth, 
Weighing  the  youthful  feafon  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  north 
He  firft  prefents  his  fire  ;  and  the  high  eaft. 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Caf,  And  let  us  fwear  our  refolution. 

Bru.  No,  not  an  oath  ;  If  not  the  face  of  men, 
The  fufferance  of  our  fouls,  the  time's  abufe, — 
Jf  thefe  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes, 
And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed  ; 
So  let  high-fighted  tyranny  range  on, 
'Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.    But  if  thefe, 
As  I  am  fure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 
To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  fteel  with  valour 
The  melting  fpirits  of  women  ;   then,  countrymen. 
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What  need  we  any  fpur,  bat  our  own  caufe, 

To  prick  us.  to  redrefs  ?  what  other  bond 

Than  fecret R.omans,  that  have  fpoke  the  word, 

And  will  not  palter?  and  what  other  oath, 

Than  honefty  to  honerly  engag'd, 

That  this  ihail  be,  or  we  will  fail  for  it? 

Swear  priefcs,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous, 

Old  feeble  carrions,  an  1  fuch  fuffering  fouls 

That  welcome  wrongs ;  unto  bad  caufes  fwear 

Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  flam 

The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprize, 

Nor  the  infupprefiive  mettle  of  our  fpirits, 

To  think,  that,  or  our  caufe,  or  our  performance, 

Did  need  an  oath  ;  when  every  drop  of  blood, 

Th'tt  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears, 

Is  guilry  of  a  feveral  baftardy, 

If  he  do  break  the  ftgaHftt  particle 

Cf  any  promife  that  hath  pail  from  him. 

Caf.  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  Shall  we  found  him? 
I  think,  he  will  ftand  very  ftrong  with  us. 

Cafca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.  O,  let  us  have  him  ;  for  his  filver  hairs 
Will  purchafc  us  a  go  d  opinion, 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds : 
It  fhall  be  faid,  his  judgment  rui'd  our  hands ; 
Our  youths,  and  wiidnefs,  fhall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  bury'd  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O,  name  him  not :  let  us  not  break  with  him ; 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Caf.  Then  leave  him  out. 

Cafca.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  elfe  be  touch'd,  but  only  Caefar  ? 

Caf  Decius,  well  urg'd: — I  think,  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  fo  well  belov'd  of  Csefar, 
Should  out-live  Caefar :  We  mall  find  of  him 
A  threw d  contriver  ;  and,  you  know,  his  means, 
if  hf  improve  them,  may  well  ftretch  fo  far, 
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As  to  annoy  us  all :  which,  to  prevent, 
Let  Antony  and  Caefar  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  courfe  will  feem  too  bloody,  Caius  Caili 
To  cut  the  head  off,  and  then  hack  the  limbs ; 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards : 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Caefar. 
Let  us  be  facrificers,  but  not  butchers,  Caius. 
We  all  ftand  up  againft  the  fpirit  of  Caefar ; 
And  in  the  fpirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood  : 
O,  that  we  then  could  come  by  Caefar's  fpirit, 
And  not  difmember  Caefar  !  But,  alas, 
C^far  mufc  bleed  for  it ;  And,  gentle  friends, 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully  ; 
Let's  carve  him  like  a  difli  fit  for  the  gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcafe  fit  for  hounds  : 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  fubtle  matters  do, 
Stir  up  their  fervants  to  an  act  of  rage, 
And  after  feem  to  chide  them.    This  mall  make 
Our  purpofe  neceffary,  and  not  envious  : 
Which  fo  appearing  to  the  common  eyes, 
We  mall  be  calPd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him  ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Caefar's  arm, 
When  Caefar's  head  is  off. 

Caf  Yet  I  fear  him  : 
For  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Caefar,  

Bru.  Alas,  good  Cailius,  do  not  think  of  him: 
If  he  love  Caefar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himfelf ;  take  thought,  and  die  for  Caefar : 
And  that  were  much  he  ihould  ;  for  he  is  given 
To  fports,  to  wildnefs,  and  much  company. 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him  ;  let  him  not  die  ; 
For  lie  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

\  Clock  ft  rik 

Bru.  Peace,  count  the  clock. 
Caf.  The  clock  hath  ftrucken  three. 
Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part. 
Caf.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet, 
Whe'r  Caefar  will  come  forth  to-day,  or  no  : 
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For  he  is  fuperftitious  grown  of  late  ; 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  Once 
Of  fantafy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies  : 
It  may  be,  thefe  apparent  prodigies, 
The  unacculiomed  terror  of  this  night, 
And  the  perfuaflons  of  his  augurers, 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that :  If  he  be  fo  refolv'd 
I  can  o'erfway  him :  for  he  loves  to  hear, 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  trees, 
And  bears  with  glaffes,  elephants  with  hole^ 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers : 
But,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers, 
He  fays,  he  does  5  being  then  moil  flattered. 
Let  me  work : 

For  I  can  give  his  hum:ur  the  true  ^bent; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Caf.  Nay,  we  will  ail  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  himu 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour  :  Is  that  the  uttermoil  ? 

Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermoft,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met.  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Cr^far  hard, 
Who  rated  him  for  ipeaking  well  of  Pompey  ; 
I  wonder,  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  MetellttSj  go  along  to  him  : 
He  loves  me  well,  and  1  have  given  him  reafons ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  faihion  him. 

Caf.  The  morning  comes  upon  us:    We'll  leave 
you,  Brutus : — 
And,  friends,  difperfe  you rfelves:  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  £aid.,  and  ihew  yourfelve3  true  Rp- 
mans. 

Bru.  Good  gentlemen,  look  frefh  and  merrily  1 
Let  not  our  locks  put  on  our  purpofes  y 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  aftors  do, 
With  untir'd  fpirits,  and  formal  conflancy  : 
And  fo,  good- morrow  to  you  every  one.  [Exeunt.. 

Manet  Brutus. 
Boy  !  Lucius  !■ — Faft  afleep  ?  it  is  no  matter ; 
Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  flumber; 
V  2 
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Thou  halt  no  figures,  nor  no  fantaiies, 
Which  bufy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men  ; 
Therefore  thou  fleep'll  fo  found. 

Enter  Portia, 
For.  Brutus,  my  lord  ! 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you  ?  Wherefore  rife 
you  now  ? 

It  is  not  for  your  health,  thus  to^commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw  cold  morning. 
For,  Nor  for  yours  neither.    You  have  urgently, 
Brutus, 

Stole  from  my  i)ed :  And  yeftemight,  at  fupper, 

You  fuddenly  arofe,  and  walk'd  about, 

Mufmg,  and  fighing,  v  ith  your  arms  acrofs : 

And  when  I  afk'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 

You  llar'd  upen  me  with  ungentle  looks ; 

I  srg'd  you  further  ;  then  you  fcratch'd  your  head, 

And  too  impatiently  ftamp'd  with  your  foot: 

Yet  I  infilled,  yet  you  anfwer'd  not; 

But,  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand, 

Gave  fign  for  me  to  leave  you  :  So  I  did ; 

Fearing  to  ftrengthen  that  impatience, 

Which  feemed  too  much  enkindled  ;  and  withal, 

Hoping  it  v  as  b.,t  an  effect  of  humour, 

Which  fometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 

It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  fleep  ; 

And,  could  it  work  fo  much  upon  your  fhape, 

As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  condition, 

I  mould  not  know  you,  Brutus.    Dear  my  lord, 

Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  grief. 

Bru,  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 

Par.  Brutus  is  wife,  and,  were  he  not  in  health, 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why,  fo  I  do: — Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

Per,  Is  Brutus  fick  ?  and  is  it  phyfical 
To  walk  unbrae'd,  and  fuck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning?   What  is  Brutus  fick  ; 
And  will  he  Ileal  out  of  his  wholefome  bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night  I 
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And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  ficknefs  ?  No,  my  Brutus  ; 
You  have  fame  rick  offence  within  your  mind, 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  cf  my  place* 
I  ought  to  know  of:  And,  upon  my  fenee^, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  beauty, 
l$y  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourfelf,  your  half, 
Why  ycu  are  heavy :  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  had  refort  to  you  :  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  feven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darknefs. 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Per.  I  mould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  mould  know  no  fecrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  Am  I  yourfelf, 
But,  as  it  were,  in  fort,  or  limitation  ; 
To  keep  w  ith  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed, 
And  talk  to  you  fometimcs  ?   Dwell  I  but  in  the 
fuburbs 

Of  your  good  pleafures  ?  If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife  ; 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  vifit  my  fad  heart. 

Por.  If  this  were  true,  then  mould  I  know  this 
fee  ret. 

I  grant,  I  am  a  woman  ;  but,  withal, 

A  woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  wife : 

J  grant,  I  am  a  woman  ;  but,  withal, 

A  woman  well-reputed;  Cato's  daughter. 

Think  you,  I  am  no  ftronger  than  my  fex, 

Being  ib  father'd,  and  To  hufbandea? 

Tell  me  your  ccunfels,  I  will  not  difclofe  them: 

I  have  made  flrong  proof  of  my  conftancy, 

Giving  myfelf  a  voluntary  wound 

Here,  in  the  thigh  ;  Can!  bear  that  with  pat  ence> 
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And  not  my  huiband's  fecrets  r 

Bru.  O  ye  gods, 
Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife  !  [Knock. 
Hark,  hark  !  one  knocks  :  Portia,  go  in  a  while  ; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bofom  mail  partake 
The  fecrets  of  my  heart. 
All  my  engagements  I  will  conllrue  to  thee, 
All  the.charact.ery  of  my  fad  brows  : — 
Leave  me  with  hafle.  v      [Exit  Pert  in-. 

Enter  Lucius?  and  Ligarius.. 
Lucius,  who  is  that  knocks? 

Luc .  Here  is  a  fick  man  that  would  fpeak  with  you., 

Bru.  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metelius  fpake  of. — 
Boy,  Hand  afide. — Caius  Ligarius !  how  ? 

Lig.  Vouchfafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bru.  O,  what  a  time  have  you  chofe  out,  brave 
Caius, 

To  wear  a  kerchief?  Woul'd  you  were  not  fick  ! 

Lig.  I  am  not  fck,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Bru.  ouch  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius* 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Lig.  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  diicard  my  iicknefs.    Soul  of  Rome  1 
Brave  Ton,  deiiv'd  from  honourable  loins ! 
Thou,  like  an  exorcilt,  has  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  fpirit.    Now  bid  me  run 
And  I  v»  iii  11  rive  with  things  impoiiible  ; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.    What's  to  do? 

Bru.  A  piece  of  work,  that  will  make  fick  men 
whole. 

Lig,  But  are  not  fome  whole,  that  we  muft  make 
ikk  ? 

Bru,  That  mufi  v  c  alfo.    What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  mall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going 
To  whom  it  muft  be  done. 

Lig.  Set  on  y;qur  foot ; 
And,  with  a  heart  ncvv-hVd,  I  follow  you,. 
To  do  I  know  not  what ;  but  it  fu&ccth, 
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That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bru.  Follow  me  then.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Offer's  Palace. 
Thunder  and  lightning.  Enter  Cafar,  in  his  night-gown. 
Caf,  Nor  heaven,  nor  earth,  have  been  at  peace 
to-night : 

Thrice  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  Ceep  cry'd  out, 
Help,  ho!  They  murder  C afar.    Who's  within? 
Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.  My  lord  ? 

Caf.  Go  bid  the  priells  do  pre  fen  t  facriiice, 
And  bring  their  opinions  of  fuccefs. 

Ser<v.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Enter  Calphurnia. 
Cat.  What  mean  you,  Ccefar?  Think  you  to  walk 
forth  ? 

You  fhall  not  far  cut  of  your  houfe  to-day. 

Caf.  Csefar  mail  forth :  the  things,  that  threaten'd 
me, 

Ne'er  look'd  but  on  my  back  ;  when  they  mall  fee 
The  face  of  Ccefar,  they  are  vanifhed. 

Cal.  Caefar,  I  never  fcood  on  ceremonies, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.    There  is  one  within, 
Befides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen, 
Recounts  moft  horrid  fights  feen  by  the  watch, 
A  lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  ftreets  : 
And  graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead  i 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds, 
In  ranks,  and  fquadrons,  and  right  form  of  war, 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol  :  N 
The  noife  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air, 
Horfes  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan ; 
And  ghofts  did  fhriek,  and  fqueal  about  the  flreets, 
O  Ctrfar  !  thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ufe, 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

Caf.  What  can  be  avoided, 
Whofe  end  is  purpos'dby  the  mighty  gods? 
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Yet  Or  far  (hall  go  forth  ;  for  thefe  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general,  as  to  C&f&t. 

Cal.  When  beggars  die  there  are  no  comets  feen  ; 
The  heavens  themfelves  blaze  forth  the  death  of 
princes. 

Ctef.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 
The  valiant  never  taile  of  death  but  once. 
Of  ail  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have-heard, 
It  feems  to  me  moil  ftrange  that  men  fnould  fear; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necefiary  end, 
Will  come,  when  it  v  ill  co  r  e. 

Re-  enter  a  Servant. 
What  fay  the  augurers  ? 

Serv.  They  would  not  have  yea  toftir  forth  to-day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beail:. 

Caf.  The  gods  do  this  in  fhame  of  cowardice  : 
Ccsfar  (hould  be  a  beafl  without  a  heart, 
If  he  mould  flay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No,  Cs?far  mail  not :  danger  kao*  s  full  well,, 
That  Cacfar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  were  two  lions  littered  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible ; 
And  Ofar  mail  go  forth. 

Cal.  Alas,  my  iord, 
Your  w  ildom  is  confum'd  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day  :  call  it  my  fear, 
That  keeps  you  in  the  houfe,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  fend  Mark  Antony  to  the  fenate-houfe ; 
And  he  fhall  f ly,  you  are  not  well  to-day  : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Caf.  Mark  Antony  fhall  fay,  I  am  not  well; 
And,  for  thy  humour,  I  will  flay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 
Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  fliall  tell  them  fo. 

Dec.  Cccfar,  ail  hail !  Good-morrow,  worthy  Cxfar: 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  fenate-houfe. 

Corf,  And  you  p. re  come  in  very  happy  time. 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  fenators, 
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And  tell  them,  that  I  will  not  come  to-day  : 
..Cannot,  is  falfe;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falfer ; 
I  will  not  come  to-day :  Tell  them  fo  Decius. 

Cal.  Say,  he  is  rick. 

Corf.  Shall  Crfar  fend  a  lye? 
Have  I  in  conqueft  ilretch'd  mine  arm  fo  far, 

To  be  afraid  to  tell  grey-beards  the  truth?  

Decius,  go  tell  them,  C^far  will  not  come. 

Dec.  pyloft  mighty  C  ?far,  let  me  know  fome  caufe, 
Left  I  be  laugh'd  at,  when  I  tell  them  fo. 

Cdf.  The  caufe  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come  ; 
That  is  enough  to  fatisfy  the  fenate. 
But,  for  your  private  fatis faction, 
Becaufe  1  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurnia  here,  my  wife,  Hays  me  at  home  ; 
She  dreamt  to-night  me  faw  my  ftatue, 
Which,  like  a  fountain,  with  a  hundred  fpoufs, 
Did  run  pure  blood;  and  many  lufty  Romans 
Came  mailing,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
And  thefe  does  (he  apply  for  warnings,  and  portents, 
And  evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begg'd  that  I  will  ftay  at  home  to-day. 

Dec.  This  dream  is  all  amifsi  interpreted  ; 
It  was  a  vihon,  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  ftatue  fpouting  blood  in  many  pipes, 
In  which  fo  many  mailing  Romas  bath'd, 
Signifies,  that  from  you  great  Rome  (hall  fuck 
Reviving  blood  ;  and  that  great  men  mail  prefs 
For  tinctures,  ftains,  relics,  and  cognifance. 
This  by  Claphurnia's  dream  is  ngnify'd. 

Cczf.  And  this  way  have  5  ou  well  expounded  it. 

Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  fay ; 
And  know  it  now  ;  the  fenate  have  concluded 
To  give,  this  day,  a  crown  to  mighty  Co  far. 
if  you  mall  fend  them  word,  you  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  may  change,  Befides,  it  were  a  mock, 
Apt  to  be  render'd,  for  fome  one  to  fay, 
*\  Break  up  the  fenate  'till  anotner  time, 
**  When  Casfar's  wife  {hall meet  withbetter  dreams," 
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If  Caefar  hide  himfelf,  fhall  they  not  whifper, 

"  Lo,  Caefar  is  afraid  ?" 

Pardon  me,  Caefar  ;  for  my  dear,  dear  love 

To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this  ;  , 

And  reafon  to  my  love  is  liable. 

C<ef.  How  foolifh  do  your  fears  feem  now,  Cal- 
phurnia  ? 

I  am  alliamed  I  did  yield  to  them. — 

Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go  : — 

Enter  Publius,    Brutus,  Ligartus,    Metellus,  Cafca3 

Trebanius ,  and  Cinna. 
And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pub.  Good  morrow,  Caefar. 

Coef.  Welcome,  Publius. — 
What,  Brutus,  are  you  ftir'd  fo  early  too? — 
Good-morrow,  Cafca. — Caius  Ligarius, 
Caefar  was  ne'er  fo  much  your  enemy, 
As  that  fame  ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. — 
What  is't  o'clock  ? 

Bru.    Caefar,  'tis  flrucken  eight. 

Caf.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtefy. 
Enter  Antony. 
See  !  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'nights, 
Is  notwithstanding  up  : — Good-morrow,  Antony, 

Ant.  So  to  moft  noble  Caefar. 

Caf.  Bid  them  prepare  within  : — 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. 
Now,  Cinna  : — Now,   Metellus  : — What,  Trebo- 
nius  ! 

I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  ftore  for  you ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day  : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Caefar,  I  will :  and  fo  near  will  I  be, 

fAJtde. 

That  your  beft  friends  mail  with  I  had  been  further. 
C<rf.  Good  friends,  go  in,  and  tafte  fome  wine 
with  me  ; 

And  we,  like  friends,  will  flraightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Caefar. 
The  heart  cf  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon  !  f  Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III. 

A  Street  near  the  Capitol. 
Enter  Artemidorus,  reading  a  Paper \ 
"  Csefar,  beware  of  Brutus ;  take  heed  of  Caf- 
"  fius;   come   not  near  Cafca ;  have  an  eye  ta 
<f  Cinna :  truft  not  Trebonius  ;  mark  well  Me- 
"  tellus  Cimber  :  Decius  Brutus  loves  thee  not  ; 
"  thou  hall  wrong'd  Caius   Ligarius.    There  is 
but  one  mind  in  all  thefe  men,  and  it  is  bent 
"  againft  Csefar.    If  thou  be'fi  not  immortal,  look  p 
(<  about  you  :  Security  gives  way  to  confpiracy. 
"  The  mighty  gods  defend  thee! 

"  Thy  lover, 

ARTEMIDORUS." 

Here  will  I  {land,  'till  Csefar  pafs  along, 

And  as  a  fuitor  will  I  give  him  this. 

My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live 

Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

If  thou  read  this,  O  Caefar,  thou  may 'it  live  ; 

If  not,  the  fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Another  part  of  the  fame  Street, 
Enter  Portia,  and  Lucius. 
Por.  I  Pr'ythee  boy,  run  to  the  fenate-houfe ; 
Stay  not  to  anfwer  me,  but  get  thee  gone  : 
Why  doft  thou  flay  ? 

Luc.  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 
Por.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  again „ 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  mould'!1*  do  there. 

0  conftancy,  be  ftrong  upon  my  fide  ! 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue ! 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counfel ! 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Luc.  Madam,  what  fnouid  I  do  } 
Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 
Vol  .VI.  W 
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And  fo  return  to  you,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 

/V.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look 
well, 

For  he  went  fickly  forth  :  And  take  good  note, 
What  Caefar  doth,  what  fuitors  prefs  to  him. 
Hark,  bey  !  what  noife  is  that  ? 

Luc.  I  hear  none,  madam. 

Por.  Pr'ythee,  liften  well  : 
I  heard  a  buftling  rumour,  like  a  fray, 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc.  Sooth,  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter  S Got bf oyer. 

Por.  Come  hither,  fellow  :  Which  way  hall  thou 
been  ? 

Sooth.  At  mine  own  houfe,  good  lady. 

Por.  Whatis't  o'clock? 

Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

Por.  I*  Caefar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Socib.  Madam,  not  yet ;  I  go  to  take  my  ftand, 
To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol. 

Por.  Thou  haft  fome  fuit  to  Caefar,  haft  thou  not? 

Sootb.  That  I  have,  lady,  if  it  will  pleafe  Caefar, 
To  be  fo  good  to  Caefar,  as  to  hear  me  : 
I  mall  befeech  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 

Por.  Why,  know'ft  thou  any  harm's  intended  to- 
wards him  ? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I 
fear  may  chance  : 
Good-morrow  to  you.    Here  the  ftrect  is  narrow  : 
The  throng  that  follows  Caefar  at  the  heels, 
Of  fenatois,  of  prxtors,  common  fuitors, 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almoft  to  death : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Ccfar  as  he  comes  along.  [Exit. 

Por.  1  mull  go  in. — Ay  me  !  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is !  O  Brutus ! 
The  heavens  fpeed  thee  in  thine  enterprize  ! 
Sure,  the  boy  heard  me  : — Brutus  hath  a  fuit, 
That  Ccsfer  will  not  grant. — O,  I  grow  faint : — 
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Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord  ; 

Say,  I  am  merry  :  come  to  me  again, 

And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  fay  to  thee. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT    III.       SCENE  I. 


The  Street,  and  then 

The  Capitol :  the  Senate  fitting. 
Flour  if?.     Enter    Cafar,    Brutus,     Cajfius,  Cafca, 
Decius,  Metellus,   Trebonius,    Ci?ma,    Antony,  Le- 
pidus,    Artemidcrus,    Popilius,    Publius,    and  the 
Scothfayer. 

C&f.r  1  ^KE  ides  of  March  are  come. 

X    Sooth.  Ay,  Csefar,  but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail,  Cosfar !  Read  this  fchedule. 

Dec.  Trebonius  doth  defire  you  to  o'er-read, 
At  your  bell  leifure,  this  his  humble  fuit. 

Art.  O,  Cssfar,  read  mine  firft, ;  for  mine's  a  fuit 
That  touches  Csfar  nearer :  Read  it,  great  Ctrfar. 

Caf.  What  touches  us  ourfelf,  mall  be  laft  ferv'd. 

An.  Delay  not,  Csefar;  read  it  inrlantly. 

Caf.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad? 

Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Caf.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  ftreet? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

[Cafar  enters  the  Capitol,  the  reft  following.] 
Pop.  I  wiih,  your  enterprize  to-day  may  thrive? 
Caf.  What  enterprize,  Popilius  ? 
Pep.  Fare  you  well. 
Bru.  What  faid  Popilius  Lena? 
Caf.    He  wifh'd  to-day  our  enterprize  might 
thrive. 

I  fear,  our  purpofe  is  difcovered. 

.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Cxfar :  Mark  him. 
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Caf.  Cafca,  be  fudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. 
Brutus,  what  (hall  be  done?  If  this  be  known, 
Caflius,  or  Caefar,  never  ihall  turn  back, 
For  I  Will  flay  myfelf. 

Bru.  Caifius,  be  conllant : 
Popiiius  Lena  fpeaks  not  of  our  purpofes  ; 
For,  look,  he  imiles,  and  Cr?far  doth  not  change. 

Caf  Treboiiius  knows  his  time";  for,  look  you, 
Brutus. 

He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Treb. 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber?  Let  him  go, 
And  prefently  prefer  his  fuit  to  Crrfar. 

Bru.  He  is  addreft  :  prefs  near,  and  fecond  him. 

Gin.  Cafca,  you  are  the  iirll  that  rear  your  hand. 

Caf.  Are  we  all  ready  ?  What  is  now  amifs, 
That  Caefar.  and  his  fenate,  muft  redrefs  ? 

Met.  Moil  high,  mod  mighty,  and  moil  puiflant 
Cafar, 

Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  feat  [Kneeling. 
An  humble  heart:  

Caf.  I  muft  prevent  thee,  Cimber. 
Thefe  couchings,  and  thefe  lowly  courtefies, 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men  ; 
And  turn  pre-ordinance,  and  firft  decree, 
Into  the  lane  of  children.    Be  not  fond, 
To  think  that  Csfar  bears  fuch  rebel  blood, 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  melteth  fools  ;  I  mean,  fweet  words, 
Low-crooked  curt'fies,  and  bafe  fpaniel  fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banifhed  ; 
If  thou  doft  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  fpurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Gaefar  doth  not  wrong ;  nor  without  caufe 
Will  he  befatisficd. 

Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own, 
To  found  more  fwectly  in  great  Crrfar'scar, 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banihVd  brother  ? 

Bru.  I  kifs  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  C:rfar  ; 
Defiring  thee,  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
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Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal, 

Cofi  What,  Brutus  ! 

Caj\  Pardon.,  Cxfar  \  Cs?far,  pardon: 
As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cafiius  fall, 
To  beg  enfrancimement  for  Fublius  Cimber. 

Cc-cf.  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you; 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me 
But  I  am  conllant  as  the  northern  fear, 
Of  whole  true-£ xt,  and  refting  quality, 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament, 
The  Ikies  are  painted  with  unnusnberdfparks, 
They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  Ihine  ; 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place ; 
So,  in  the  world ;  'Tis  furnihVd  weii  with  men, 
And  men  are  iiefh  and  blood,  and  appreheniive  : 
Yet,  in  the  number,  I  do  knowbutone 
That  unavailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unihak'd  of  motion  :  and,  that  I  am  he, 
Let  me  a  little  fhew  it,  even  in  this ; 
That  I  was  conitant  Cimber  fhould  be  banifh'd, 
And  conllant  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo. 
Gin.  O  Cxfar,  

C<ef.  Hence  !  Wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  h 

Dec,  Great  Csefar,  

C&f.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootlefs  kneel? 
Cafe  a.  Speak,  hands,  for  me. 

[TleyJtaB  Ctefa 
C<ef.  Et  tu9  Brute  ?— — Then  fall,  Csefar  ! 

[Die 

Cm.  Liberty!  Freedom!  Tyranny  is  dead  ! — 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  Hreets. 

Caj\  Seme  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
"  Liberty,  freedom,  and  enfranchisement !" 

Bru.  People,  and  fenators  !  be  not  affrighted.: 
Fly  not ;  Hand  ftill. : — ambition's  debt  is  paid, 

Cafca.  Go  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec.  And  Camus  too. 

Bru.  Where's  Publius  ? 

€m.  Here,  quite  confounded,  with  \b*>  mutiny > 
Wz 
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Met.  Standfaft  together,  left  fome  friend  of  ©sefirt 

Should  chance  

Bru.  Talk  not  of  Handing :— Publius,  good  cheer ; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  perfon, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  eife:  fo  tell  them,  Publius. 

Caf.  And  leave  us,  Publius ;  left  that  the  people, 
RuOiing  on  us,  mould  do  your  age  fome  mifchief. 

Bru.  Do  fo  : — and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed, 
But  we  the  doers. 

R e- enter  Trebonius .  s 
Caf.  Where  is  Antony  ? 
Ire.  Fled  to  his  houfe  amaz?d  : 
Men,  wives,  and  children,  flare,  cry  out,  and  run. 
As  it  were  dooms-day. 

Bru.  Fates !  we    ill  know  your  pleafures  : 
That  we  fhali  die,  we  know  ;  'tis  but  the  time, 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  ft  and  upon. 

Caf.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life, 
Cuts  off  fo  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit: 
So  are  we  C^far's  friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death. — Stoop,  Romans,  ftocp, 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Cccfar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  befmear  our  fwords : 
Then  walk^re  forth,  even  to  the  market-place : 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads, 
Let's  all  cry,  Peace!  Freedom  !  and  Liberty  ! 

Caf.  Stoop  then,  and  warn. — How  many  ages  hence, 
Shall  this  our  lofty  fcene  be  acled  over, 
In  ftates  unborn,  and  accents  yet  unknown  ? 

Bru.  How  many  times  mall  Cxfar  bleed  in  fport, 
That  now  onPompey's  bafis  lies  along, 
No  worthier  than  the  duft  ? 

Caf.  So  oft  as  that  ihall  be, 
So  often  lhall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  their  country  liberty. 
Dec.  What,  mall  we  forth  f 
Caf.  Ay,  every  man  away  : 
Brutus  lhall  lead  :  and  we  will  grace  his  heel® 
With  the  moll  boldeft  and  beft  hearts  of  Rome, 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  A  friend  of  Antony's. 

Sera;.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  matter  bid  me  kneel ; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  f  ill  down  ; 
And,  being  proftrate   thus  he  bade  me  fay, 
Brutus  is  noble,  wife,  valiant,  and  honeil; 
C^far  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving; 
Sav,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him  ; 
Say,  I  fear'd  Cssfar,  honoured  him,  and  lov'd  him, 
If  Brutus  will  vouchfafe,  that  Antony 
May  fafely  come  to  him,  and  be  refolv'd 
How  O far  hath  deferv'd  to  lie  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  mall  not  love  Ciefar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living  ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  ftate, 
With  all  true  faith.    So  fays  my  mailer  Antony. 

Bru.  Thy  mailer  is  a  v.  ife  and  valiant  Roman ; 
I  never  thought  him  v»  orfe. 
Tell  him,  fo  pleafe  him  come  unto  this  place, 
He  mall  be  fatisfied ;  and,  by  my  honour, 
Depart  untouched. 

Serv.  I'll  fetch  him  prefently.       [Exit  Servant, 

Bru.  I  know,  that  we  mall  have  him  well  to  friend. 

Caf.  I  wifh  we  may  :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind, 
That  fears  him  much ;  and  my  mifgiving  ftill 
Falls  fhrewdly  to  the  purpofe. 

Re- enter  Antony. 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony.  Welcome,  Mark 

Antony. 

Ant.  O  mighty  C~far  !  Doll  thou  lie  fo  low  ? 
Are  all  thy  conquefls,  glories,  triumphs,  fpoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  little  meafure  ?— Fare  thee  well.— 
I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend, 
Who  elfe  mult  be  let  blood,  who  elfe  is  rank : 
Jf  I  myfelf,  there  is  no  hour  fo  fit 
As  Crcfar's  death's  hour  :  nor  no  inurnment 
Of  half  that  worth,  as  thofe  your  fwords,  made  rk$ 
With  the  moft  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 


248  julius  c.-sar.  AS:  III. 

I  do  befeech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 

Now,  .  whilft  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  fmohe, 

Fulfil  y  urpieafure.    Live  a  thoufand  years, 

I  fhall  not  find  myfelf  Co  apt  to  die  : 

No  place  y  ill  pleafe  me  fo,  no  mean  of  death, 

As  here  by  Crriar,  and  by  you  cut  off, 

The  choice  and  matter  fpirits  of  this  age. 

Br:i.  O  Antony  !  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  mu.fl  appear  bloody^and  cruel, 
As,  by  our  hands,  and  this  our  prefent  a£r, 
You  fee  t  e  do  ;  yet  fee  you  but  our  hands, 
And  this  the  bleeding  bufmefs  thev  have  done  : 
Oar  heart?  you  fee  not,  they  are  pitiful ; 
Arid  pity  to  the  general  wrong  cf  Rome 
(As  lire  drives  out  fire,  To  pity,  pity) 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Ga  iar.    for  your  part, 
To  you  our  ("words  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Antony ; 
Oar  arms,  in  lire ngth  of  malice,  and  our  hearts, 
Of  brother's  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Csf.  Y cur  v  ice  fhall  be  as  ftcong  as  any  man's, 
In  the  difpofmg  of  new  dignities, 

Bru%  Only  be  patient,  'till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  befde  themfelves  v  ith  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  caufe, 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Cci-far  when  1  ftrucfc  him, 
Have  thus  proceeded.  , 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  wifdom. 
L'it  each  man  render  me  his 'bloody  hand  : 
Firlt,  Marcitis  Brutusj  will  I  fhak<5  with  you; — 
Next,  Oaius  Caihus.,  do  I  take  ycur  hand  : — 
Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours no»v  yours  Metellus; 
Yours,  Cinna  ; — and,  my  valiant  Oaica,  yours; — 1 
Though  lalt,  not  leaft  in  love,  yours,  good  Trebo- 
nius, 

Oentlemcn,  all,  alas  !  what  maU  I  fay  ? 
My  credit  now  (lands  on  fuch  Hippery  ground, 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  muff  conceit  me, 
Either  a  coward,  cr  a  flatterer. — 
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That  I  did  love  thee,  Csfar,  O,  'tis  true: 

If  then  thy  fpirit  look  upon  as  now, 

Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death, 

To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 

Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 

Mod  n<  ble  !  in  the  prefence  of  thy  corfe  ? 

Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  haft  wounds, 

Weeping  as  fail:  as  they  ftrearn  forth  thy  blood, 

It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  clofe 

In  terms  of  friendfhip  with  thine -enemies. 

Pardon  me,  Julius !— Here  wail  thou  bay 'd,  brave  hart ; 

Here  did "0:  thou  fall;  and  here  thy  hunters  Hand, 

SignM  in  thy  fpoil,  and  crimfon'd  in  thy  lethe. 

O  world  !  thou  waft  the  loreft  to  this  hart ; 

And,  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee.— 

How  like  a  deer,  fa*ucAken  by  many  princes, 

Doft  thou  here  lie? 

Caf  Mark  Antony,  

Ant.  Pardon  me,  Caius  CafKus  : 
The  enemies  of  Csefar  mall  fay  this ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  inodefty. 

Caf.  I  blame  you  not  for  p  railing  Caefar  m  ; 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends  ; 
Or  mall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands  ;  but  was  indeed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Csefor. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  mall  give  me  reafoas, 
Why,  and  wherein,  Caefar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  elfe  were  this  a  favage  fpeclacle; 
Our  reafons  are  fo  full  of  good  regard, 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  for*  of  Csefar, 
You  mould  be  fatisfted. 

Ant,  That's  all  I  feek  : 
And  am  moreover  fuitor,  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place  ; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend  4 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral, 
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Bru.  You  fnall,  Mark  Antony. 

Co/l  Brutus,  a  word  with  you,  

You  know  not  what  you  do;  Do  not  confent,  {AfiJe. 
That  Antony  fpeak  in  his  funeral ; 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd  - 
'By  that  which  he  will  utter? 

Bru.  By  your  pardon    >. 

I  wjU  myfelf  into  the  pulpit  firft, 
And  mew  the  reafon  of  our  Csfar's  death  : 
What  Antony  mail  fpeak,  I  will  proterl 
He  fpeak  s  by  leave  and  by  permidion  ; 
And  that  we  are  contented,  Ckefar  fnall 
Have  all  true  rites  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  mall  advantage  more  than  do  us  wrong. 

Caf.  I  know  not  what  may  fall :  I  like  it  not. 

Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Csfar's  body. 
You  mail  not  in  your  funeral  fpeech  blame  us, 
But  fpeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  Cacfar ; 
And  fay,  you  do't  by  our  permiffion  ; 
Elfe  fhall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral :  And  you  Hull  fpeak 
In  the  fame  pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  fpeech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  fo  ; 
I  do  defire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

[  Exeunt  Confpirattrt. 
Manet  /hitc-ry. 

Ant.  O,  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth, 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  butchers ! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblefb  man, 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  fhed  this  coftly  blood ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  propheiy, — 
Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  cio  ope  their  ruby  lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue 
A  curfe  (hall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men; 
Domcfdc  fury,  and  fierce  civil  ft rife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italj  : 
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Blood  and  deflru&ion  mall  be  fo  in  ufe, 
And  dreadful  objects  fo  familiar, 
That  mothers  (hall  but  fmiie,  when  they  behold 
Their  infints  quartered  with  the  hands  of  war; 
All  pit-  choak'd  with  cnltorn  of  fell  deeds  : 
And  C^far's  fpirit,  ranging  for  revenge, 
With  Ate  by  his  fide,  come  hot  from  hell, 
Shall  in  thele  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voice. 
Cry,  Ha-v:c  !  and  let  flip  the  dogs  of  war  ; 
That  tiiis  foui  deed  mallfmell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Eater  a  Servant. 
You  ferve  Oftavius  Cc-far,  do  you  not: 
Serv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Crsfar  did  write  for  him,  to  come  to  Rome. 

Serv.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming  : 
And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  word  of  mouth, — 
O  C-rfar  ! —  \_Seeing  the  body, 

A.u.  Thy  heart  is  big  ;  get  thee  apart  and  weep, 
Pafhon,  I  fee,  is  catching  ;  for  mine  eyes, 
Seeing  thofe  beads  of  forrow  Hand  in  thine, 
Began  to  water.    Is  thy  mafter  coming  ? 

Seru.  He  lifs  to-night  v  ithin  feven  leagues  of 
Rome. 

Ant*  foil  back  with  fpeed,  and  tell  him  what  hath 
ehanC'd  : 

Kere  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  fafety  for  Octavius  yet  5 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  fo,    Yet,  ftay  a  while  ; 
Thou  (halt  not  back,  'till  I  have  borne  this  eerie 
Into  the  market-pUce  :  tiiere  mall  I  try, 
In  my  oration,  bow  the  people  take 
The  cruel  ilTue  of  thefe  bloody  men  ; 
According  to  the  which,  thou  fhalt  difcourfe 
To  young  Oftavius  of  the  ftate  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.      \_Mxewtt>  *w:th  C&far's  B&J?, 
S    C    E    N    E  il, 
x'be  Forum. 

Enter  Brutus,  and  Cqjjnts,  'with  the  Plebeians. 
Eleb,  We  will  be  Satisfied  \  let  us  be  falls  i.ed, 
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Bru.  Then  fellow  me,  and  give  me  audience, 
friends. — 
Camus,  go  you  into  the  other  ftreet, 
And  part  the  numbers. — 

Thofe  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,  let  them  ftay  here  ; 
Thofe  that  ay  ill  follow  Caifius,  go  with  him  ; 
And  public  reafons  mall  be  rendered 
Of  Cxfar's  death. 

1  Pleb  I  will  hear  Brutus  fpeak. 

2  Pleb.  I  will  hear  Cafnus ;  and  compare  their 

reafons, 

When  feverally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

S^Exit  Coffins,  <with fome^of  the  Plebeians  ' 
Brutus  goes  into  the  roflrum. 

3  Pleb.  The  noble  Brutus  is  afcended  :  Silence  ! 
Bru.  Be  patient  'till  the  laft. 

Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers  ?  hear  me  for 
my  caufe  ;  and  be  filent,  that  you  may  hear:  be- 
lieve me  for  mine  honour  ;  and  have  refpecl  to  mine 
honour,  that  you  may  believe :  cenfure  me  in  your 
wifdom  ;  and  awake  your  fenfes,  that  you  may  the 
better  judge.  If  there  be  any  in  this  aftembly,  any 
dear  friend  of  Gofer's,  to  him  I  fay,  that  Brutus* 
love  to  Cxfyr  was  no  lefs  than  his.  If  then  that 
friend  demand,  why  Brutus  rofe  againft  Ccefar,  this 
is  my  anfwer. — Not  that  I  lov'd  Csefar  lefs,  but 
that  I  lov'd  Rome  more.  Had  you  rather  C*  far 
were  living,  and  die  all  Haves  ;  than  that  Ccefar 
were  dead,  to  live  all  free  men  ?  As  Cxfar  lov'd  me, 
I  weep  for  him  ;  as  he  was  fortunate,  I  rejoice  at 
it  ;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  honour  him  :  but,  as  he  was 
ambitious,  I  flew  him  :  There  are  tears,  for  his 
love  ;  joy,  for  his  fortune  ;  honour,  for  his  valour; 
and  death,  for  his  ambition.  Who  is  here  fo  bafe, 
that  would  be  a  bond-man  ?  If  any,  fpeak  ;  for  him 
have  1  offended,  Who  is  here  fo  rude,  that  would 
not  be  a  Roman?  if  any,  fpeak;  for  him  have  I 
offended.  Who  is  here  ft)  vile,  that  will  not  love 
his  country  ?  If  any,  fpeak  ;  for  him  have  I  offend- 
ed.   J  paufc  for  a  reply. 
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All.  None,  Brutus,  none. 

Bru,  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done 
no  more  to  Ca?fir,  than  you  mall  do  to  Brutus. 
The  queftion  of  his  death  is  enroll'd  in  the  Capitol; 
his  glory  not  extenuated,  wherein  he  was  v  orthy ; 
nor  his  offences  enforcM,  for  which  he  fuifered 
death. 

Enter  Mark  Antony,  &c.  with  C&fars  body. 
Here  comes  his  body,  mourn'd  by  Mark  Antony  : 
who,  though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  mall  re- 
ceive the  benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  com- 
monwealth ;  As  which  of  you  mail  not  r  With  this 
I  depart ;  That,  as  I  flew  my  bell  lover  for  the  good 
of  Rome,  I  have  the  fame  dagger  for  myfelf,  when 
it  mall  pleafe  my  country  to  need  my  death. 

All.  Live,  Brutus,  live  !  live  ! 

1  Pleb.  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his 

ho  nfe. 

2  Pleh.  Give  him  a  ftatue  with  his  anceflors. 

3  Pleb.  Let  him  be  Casfar. 

4  Pleb.  Csfar's  better  parts 
Shall  be  crowned  in  Brutus. 

1  Pleb.  We'll  bring  him  to  his  houfe  with  moats 

and  clamours. 
Bru.  My  countrymen, — - 

2  Pleb.  Peace  ;  filence  !  Brutus  fpeaks. 
1  Pleb.  Peace,  ho  ! 

Bru.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone. 
And,  for  my  fake,  ftay  here  with  Antony  : 
Do  grace  to  Caefar's  corpfe,  and  grace  his  fpeech 
Tending  to  Caefar's  glories ;  which  Mark  Antony 
By  our  permiffion  is  allow 'd  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 
Save  I  alone,  'till  Antony  have  fpoke.  [Exit* 

1  Pleb.  Stay,  ho  !  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony  0 

3  Pleb.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chair  ; 
We'll  hear  him  :— Noble  x^ntony,  go  up. 

Ant,  For  Brutus'  fake,  I  am  beholden  to  you, 

4  Pleb.  What  does  he  fay  of  Brutus  ? 
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3  Pick.  He  fays,  for  Brutus'  fake, 
He  finds  himfelf  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  Pleb.  'Twere  beft  he  fpeak  no  harm  of  Brutus 

here. 

I  Phb.  This  Caefar  was  a  tyrant. 
3  Pleb.  Nay,  that's  (cert  in : 
We  are  bleft  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

z  Pleb.  Peace;  let  us  hear  what  An-ony  can  fiy. 
jfnt.  You  gentle  Romans, — 
AIL  Peace,  ho  !  let  us  hear  him. 
Ant.  Friends,  Romans,  countrymen,  lend  me  your 
ears  ; 

J  come  to  bury  Caefar,  not  to  praife  him. 

The  evil,  that  men  do,  lives  after  them  ; 

The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  ; 

So  let  it  be  with  Caefar !  The  noble  Brutus 

Hath  told  y  u,  Caefar  was  ambitious : 

If  it  were  fo,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 

And  grievoufiy  hath  Caefar  anfwer'd  it. 

Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  reft, 

(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man ; 

So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men) 

Come  I  to  fpeak  in  Cxftr's  funeral. 

He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  jufl  to  me  : 

But  Brutus  fays  he  was  ambitious ; 

And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 

He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 

Whofe  ranfoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill  : 

Did  this  in  Csfar  feem  ambitious  ? 

When  that  the  poor  have  cry'd,  C~far  hath  vrept  : 

Ambition  mould  be  made  cf  flerner  ftuff : 

Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious ; 

And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 

You  all  did  fee  that  on  the  Lupercal, 

I  thrice  prefentcd  him  a  kinglv  crown, 

Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.    Was  this  ambition  ? 

Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious ; 

And  fure  he  is  an  honourable  man. 

1  fpeak  not  to  difapprove  what  Brutus  fpoke, 
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But  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  I  do  know. 

You  ail  did  love  him  once,  not  without  caufe ; 

What  caufe  with-;  olds  you  then  to  mourn  for  him? 

0  judgment,  tiiou  ait  fled  to  brutifn  healts, 
And  men  have  loft  their  reafon  1 — Bear  with  me  : 
My  heart  is  in  the  coiiin  there  with  Cssfar, 

And  I  mult  paufe  'till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1  Pleb.  Methinks,  there  is  much  reafon  in  his  fay- 

,  ings. 

2  Phb.  It  thou  conlider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Coefar  has  had  great  wrong. 

3  Pleb.  Has  he,  mailers  ? 

1  fear  there  will  a  worfe  come  in  his  place. 

4  Pleb.  Mark'd  ye  his  words  ?  He  would  not  taker 

the  crown  ; 

Therefore,  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious. 

I  Pleb.  If  it  be  fcuad  fo,  fome  will  dear  abide  it, 
z  Pleb.  Poor  foul  I  his  eyes  are  red  as  lire  with 
weeping. 

3  Pleb.  There's  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome,  than 

Antony. 

4  Pleb.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  fpeak* 
int.  But  yefterday  the  word  of  Ccefar  might 

Have  flood  againft  the  world  :  now  lies  he  there, 
And  nonefo  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  matters !  if  I  were  difpos'd  to  ftir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  mould  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  CaiTius  wrong, 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men  : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong  ;  I  rather  choofe 

To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myfelf,  and  you, 

Than  I  will  wrong  fuch  honourable  men. 

But  here's  a  parchment,  with  the  feal  of  Csfar, 

I  found  it  in  his  clofet,  'tis  his  will : 

Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  teftament, 

(Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read) 

And  they  would  go  and  kifs  dead  Csfar's  wounds, 

And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  facred  blood  ; 

Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory, 
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And,  dying,  mention  it  witnih  their  wills, 
Bequeathing  it,  as  a  rich  legacy, 
Uti^o  their  ifloe. 

4  Phb.  We'll  hear  the  w  ill :  Read  it,  Mark  An- 
tony. 

All.  The  will,  the  will;  we  will  hear  Ofar's  >\  ill. 
/Int.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  muft  not 
read  it  ; 

It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Ccfar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  arc  not  Hones,  but  men  ; 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Car  far, 
It  will  enflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad  : 
'lis  good  yea  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs ; 
For  if  you  mould,  O,  what  would  come  of  it ! 

4  Pleb.  Read  the  will :  we  will  hear  it  Antony  ; 
You  (ball  read  us  the  v.  ill ;  Csefar's  will  ! 

Ant.  Will  you  be  patient?  Will  you  flay  a  while? 
I  have  o'er-fnot  myfelf,  to  tell  you  of  it ! 
I  fear,  I  wrong  the  honourable  men, 
V/hofe  daggers  have  ftabb'd  Csfar :  I  do  fear  it. 

4  Pleb.  They  were  traitors :  Honourable  men ! 

All.  The  will !  the  teftament ! 

2  Pleb.  They  were  villains,  murderers:  The  will! 
read  the  will  ! 

Ant.  You  ^  ill  compel  me  then  to  read  the  will? — 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpfe  of  Ofar, 
And  let  me  mew  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shsll  I  defcend  ?  And  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

All.  Come  down. 

2  Pleb.  Defcend.    [He  comes  down  from  the  pulpit. 

3  Pleb.  You  mall  have  leave. 

4  Pleb.  A  ring  ;  Hand  round. 

1  Pleb.  Stand  from  the  hearfe,  ftand  from  the  body. 

2  Pleb.  Room  for  Antony  ; — moft  noble  Antony. 
Ait.  Nay,  prefs  not  fo  upon  me  ;  Hand  far  off. 
All.  Stand  back  1  room  !  bear  back  ! 

Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  (bed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle  :  I  remember 
The  firft  time  ever  Ca?far  put  it  on  ; 
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'Twas  on  a  fummer's  evening,  in  his  tent ; 

That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii: — 

Look!  in  this  place,  ran  Caffius'  dagger  through  : 

See,  what  a  rent  the  envious  Cafca  made  : 

Through  this,  the  well-beloved  Brutus  ftahb'd; 

And,  as  he  pluck'd  his  curfed  ileel  away, 

Mark  how  the  blood  of  Cc^far  follow'd  it ; 

As  ruming  oat  of  doors,  to  be  refolv'd 

Jf  Brutus  To  unkindly  knocked,  or  no  ; 

For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Crrfar's  angel  :  ^ 

Judge,  O  you  gods,  how  dearly  Csefar  lov'd  him  ! 

This  was  the  mou*  unkindeft  cut  of  all : 

For  when  the  noble  Ccefar  faw  him  llab, 

Ingratitude,  more  ftrong  than  traitors'  arms, 

Quite  vanquifh'd  him  :  then  burfthis  mighty  heart  ; 

And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face, 

Even  at  the  bafe  of Pompey's  ftatue, 

Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Csfar  fell. 

O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  ! 

Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 

Whilft  bloody  treafon  flourifh'd  over  us. 

O,  now  you  weep  ;  and,  I  perceive,  you  feel 

The  dint  of  pity  :  thefe  are  gracious  drops. 

Kind  fouls,  what,  weep  you,  whea  yoy  but  behold 

Our  Cssfar!s  veflure  wounded?  Look  you  here  ! 

Here  is  himfelf,  marr'd,  asyoufea,  with  traitors, 

1  Pleb.  O  piteous  fpe&acle  ! 

2  Pleb.  O  noble  Caefar  1 

3  Pleb.  O  woeful  day  ! 

4  Pleb.  O  traitors,  villains  ! 

1  Pleb.  O  moft  bloody  fight  ? 

2  Pleb.  We  will  be  reveng'd  :  Revenge  :  About,— 
Seek, — burn, — fire, — kill, — flay  ! — let  not  a  traitor 

live. 

Ant.  Stay,  countrymen. 

1  Pleb.  Peace  there  : — Hear  the  noble  Antony. 

2  Pleb.  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  We'll 
die  with  him. 
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Ant.  Good  friends,  fweet  friends,  let  me  net  flir 
you  up 

To  fach  a  fudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They,  that  have  done  this  deed,  are  honourable; 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do  it ;  they  are  wife,  and  honourable, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reafons  anfwer  you. 
T  come  not,  friends,  to  fteal  away  your  hearts ; 
I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is : 
But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man, 
That  love  my  friend  ;  and  that  they  know  full  well, 
That  gave  me  public  leave  to  fpeak  of  him. 
For  I  have  neither  v,  it,  nor  words,xnor  worth, 
Aclion,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  fpeech, 
To  ftir  men's  blood  :  I  only  fpeak  right  on  ; 
I  tell  you  that,  which  you  yourfelves  do  know  ; 
Shew  you  fweet  C^far's  wounds,  poor,  poor  dumb 
mouths  ! 

And  bid  them  fpeak  for  me  :  Eut  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  fpirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Ccefar;  that  mould  move 
The  ftones  of  Rome  to  rife  and  mutiny. 
All.  We'll  mutiny. 

1  Pleb.  We'll  burn  the  houfe  of  Brutus. 

3  Pleb.  Away  then,  come,  feek  the  confpirators. 

Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  countrymen;  yet  hear  me  fpeak. 

All.  Peace,  ho !  Hear  Antony,  moil  noble  Antony. 

Ant. Why,  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what: 
Wherein  hath  Cxfar  thus  deferv'd  your  loves? 
Alas,  you  know  not : — I  muil  tell  you  then  : — 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  of. 

All.  Moil  true;  the  will;— let's  Hay,  and  hear 
the  will. 

Ant.  Here  is  the  will,  and  under  Cxfar's  feal. 
To  every  Roman  citizen  he  gives, 
To  everv  feveral  man,  feventv-f  vc  drachmas. 

2  PUt.  Moft  noble  Ofar  !— We'll  revenge  his 

death. 
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3  Pleb.  O  royal  Caefar. 
Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 
All.  Peace,  ho! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks, 
His  private  arbours,  and  new  planted  orchards, 
On  this  fide  Tiber ;  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever ;  common  pleafurcs, 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourfelves. 
Here  was  a  Co: far  :  When  comes  fuch  another  ? 

1  Phb.  Never,  never : — Come,  away,  away  : 
We'll  bum  his  bodv  in  the  holy  place, 

And  v>ith  the  brands  fire  the  traitor's  houies. 
Take  up  the  body. 

2  PleL  Go5  fetch  fire. 

3  Phb.  Pluck  down  benches. 

4  Plcb.  Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  any  thing. 

[Exeunt  Plebeians ',  ?witb  the  body. 
Jfall  Now  let  it  work  :  Milchief  thou  art  afoot. 

Take  thou  what  courfe  thou  wik:-  —How  now, 

fellow  ? 

Enter  a  Servant . 
Seru.  S'r,  Odavius  is  already  come  to  Pvome. 
Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Seru.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  C^far's  houfe, 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  fcraight  to  vifit  him: 
He  comes  upon  a  wifh.    Fortune  is  merry j 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Seru.  I  heard  him  fay,  Brutus  and  Camus 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike,  they  had  fome  notice  of  the  people 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.    Bring  me  to  Oetavius. 

[  Exeunt 

SCENE  III. 

A  Street. 

Enter  China  the  Pcet,  and  after  him  the  Plebeians. 

Cin>  1  dreamt  to-night,  that  I  didfeaft  with  Caefar 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  fantafy  : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors, 
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Yet  fome thing  leads  me  forth. 

1  Pleb.  What  is  your  name  ? 

2  Pleb.  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

3  Pleb.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4  Pleb.  Are  you  a  married  man,  or  a  batchelor? 
2.  Pleb.  Anfwer  every  man  directly. 

1  Pleb.  Ay,  and  briefly. 
4  Pleb.  Ay,  and  v  ifely. 

3  Pleb.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  fieft. 

C  in.  What  is  my  name  ?  Whither  am  I  going  ? 
Where  do  I  dwell  ?  Am  I  a  married  man,  or  a  bat- 
chelor ?  Then  to  anfwer  every  man  dire<SUy,  and 
brief! v,  wifely,  and  truly.    Wifely  I  fay,  1  am  a 
batchelor. 

2  Pleb.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  they  are  fools 
that  marry  : — You'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear. 
Proceed;  clireclly. 

Cin.  Direclly,  I  am  going  to  C-cfar's  funeral. 

1  Pleb.  As  a  friend,  or  an  enemy  ? 
Cin.  As  a  friend. 

2  Pleb.  That  matter  is  anfVerd  directly. 

4  Pleb.  For  your  dwelling,— b  iefly. 
Cin.  Briefly;  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

3  Pleb.  Your  name,  fir,  truly. 
Cin.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 

I  Pleb.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  confpirator. 
Cin.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

4  Pleb.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verfes,  tear  him  far 
his  bad  verfes. 

Cin.  I  am  not  Cinna  the  confpirator. 

4  Pleb.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cinna;  pluck 
but  his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

3  Pleb.  Tear  him,  tear  him.  Come,  brands,  ho! 
firebrands.  To  Brutus'  and  to  Cafhus,  burn  all. 
Some  to  Decius'  houfe,  and  fome  to  Cafca's ;  feme 
to  Ligarius' !  av.  ay;  go.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    IV.       SCENE  h 

On  a  Small  {[land  near  Mutina. 

Enter  Antony,  0  flavins,  and  Lipiduu 

Ant.  r~\y  K  E  S  E  manv  then  fnall  die ;  their  names 
X  are  prick 'd. 

Ofta.  Your  brother  too  mufi  die ;   Confent  you, 

Lepidus  ? 
Lcp.  I  do  confent. 
Oct  a.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 
Lep.  Upon  condition  Publius  (hall  not  live. 
Who  is  your  filler's  fon,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant  He  (hall  not  live;  lock,  with  a  fpot  I  damn 
him. 

But,  Lepidur,  go  you  to  Crrfar  s  houfe ; 
Fetch  the  will  thither,  and  we  mall  determine 
How  to  cut  off  fome  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep,  What,  mall  I  find  you  here? 

Oda.  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.     [Exit  Lepidus. 

Ant.  This  is  a  (light  unmeritable  man, 
Meet  to  be  fent  on  errands :  Is  it  fit, 
The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  mould  ftand 
One  of  the  three  to  (hare  it  ? 

Oda.  So  you  thought  him  ; 
And  took  his  voice  who  mould  be  pricjk'd  to  die, 
In  our  black  fentenee  and  proscription. 

Ant,  Octavius,  I  have  feen  more  days  than  you  : 
And  though  we  lay  thefe  honours  on  this  man, 
To  eafe  ourfelves  of  divers  Handerous  loads, 
He  (hall  but  bear  them  as  the  afs  bears  gold* 
To  groan  and  fw  eat  under  the  burl  net's, 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way  ; 
And  having  brought  our  treafure  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  off, 
Like  to  the  empty  afs,  to  (hake  his  ears. 
And  graze  on  commons. 

Oii a.  You  may  do  your  will; 
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But  he's  atryM  and  valiant  fcldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  horie,  Oita  ius ;  and,  for  that 
J  do  appoint  hi  □  vtcre  of  provender. 
It  is  a  cic.iture  that  I  teach  to  hg.it, 
To  wind,  to  ftpp*  to  run  direetiy  cn  ; 
His  corporal  motion  govcrn'd  b)  mv  fpirit. 
And,  iafome  talle,  is  Lepidas  hutfo; 
He  muft  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth  : 
A  b^iieii-ipuk^d  fallow  ;  one  that  feeds 
On  dbjecls,  arts,  and  imitations-; 
Whi  h,  out  of  ufe,  and  ftal'd  by  other  men, 
Begin  his  fafhion:  Do  not  talk  ofxnim, 
But  as  a  property,    And  now,  Octavius, 

Li  ten  great  tilings.  Brutus  and  Ca-Iius 

Are  levying  powers :  we  mail  ftraight  make  head: 
Therefore  let  our  alliance  bf  c  mbin'd, 
Our  beft  friends  made,  and  our  belt,  means  Hretch'd 
out : 

And  let  us  preientlv  go  fit  in  council, 
How  covert  matt*  ps  teay  be  beft  difclos'd, 
An  i  open  perils  fure;':  aniWered. 

Oita.  Let  us  do  fo:  for  we  are  at  the  flake, 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies ; 
And  fome,  thac  fmile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear, 
Millions  of  mifchief.  [  Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  II. 

Before  Brutus''  Tent,  in  the  Camp  near  Sard  is. 
Drum.    Enter   Brutus,  Lucilius,  and  Ssldiers  : 

Tit  in  ius  apd  Pindar  us  meeting  them. 
Bru.  Stand,  ho ! 

Luc.  Give  the  word  ho  !  and  fiand. 

Bru.  What  now,  Lucilius?  is  Caffius  near? 

Luc.  He  is  at  hand  ;  and  Pimiarus  is  come 
To  do  you  falutaticn  fr  m  his  mailer. 

£™.'He  greets  me  weil. — Your  mailer,  Pindarus, 
In  his  ovm  change,  or  by  ill  officers, 
Huh  given  me  fome  worthy  cuufe  to  *  ifli 
Tilings  done,  undone :  but  if  he  be  at  hand. 
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I  (hall  be  fatUfied, 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt, 
But  that  my  noble  mailer  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard,  and  honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted. — Award,    ucilius; — 
How  he  rcceiv'd  yqu,  let  me  be  refolv'd. 

Luc.  With  courtefy,  and  with  ivfpcct  enough; 
But  not  with  fuch  familiar  inftances, 
Nor  with  fuch  free  and  friendly  conference, 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  haft  defcrib'd 
A  hot  friend  cooling:  Ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay, 
It  ufeth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  fimple  faith : 
But  hollow  rr.rn,  like  horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  (how  and  promife  of  their  mettle  ; 
But  when  they  mould  endure  the  bloody  fpur, 
They  Fall  their  crefts,  and  like  deceitful  jades, 
Sink  in  the  trial.     Comes  his  army  on  ? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quar- 
ter'd  ; 

The  greater  part,  the  horfe  in  general, 

Are  come  with  Canlus.  [March  v:itbh. 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arriv'd  : — 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Enter  Caff  us  and  Soldiers. 

■'Caf  Stand,  ho ! 

Bru.  Stand,  ho  !  Speak  the  word  along. 
Within.  Stand. 
Within.  Stand. 
Within.  Stand. 

Caf.  MoR  noble  brother,  you  have  done  me  wron  g- 

Bru.  judge  me,  you  gcds !  Wrong  1  mine  enemies: 
And,  if  not  fo,  how  mould  I  wrong  a  brother? 

Caf.  Brutus,  thisfober  form  of  yours  hides  wfongs. 
And  when  you  do  them  

Bru.  Cafiius,  be  content, 
Sneak  your  griefs  foftly, — I  do  know  you  well:  
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Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  armies  here, 
Which  ihould  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us, 
Let  us  not  wrangle  :  Bid  them  move  away  ; 
Then  in  my  tent,  Caffius,  enlarge  your  griefs., 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Caf  Pindarus, 
Bid  oar  commanders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Brit.  Lucilius,  do  you  the  like  ;  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  tent,  'till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  outdoor.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  infide  of  Brutus''  Tent, 
Enter  Brutus,  and  Coffins. 

Cay.  That  you  have  wrong'd  me  doth  appear  in 

this; 

You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Pella, 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 
Wherein,  my  letter,  praying  on  his  fide, 
Becaufe  I  knew  the  man,  was  flighted  off. 

Bru.  You  wrong'd  yourfelf,  to  w  rite  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

Caf.  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  neet 
That  every  nice  offence  mould  bear  his  comment. 

Bru.  Let  me  tell  you,  Caffms,  you  yourfelf 
Are  much  condemned  to  have  an  itching  paim  ; 
To  fell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold, 
To  undefervers. 

Caf  I  an  itching  palm  ? 
You  know,  that  you  are  Brutus  that  fpeak  this, 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  fpeech  were  elfe  your  laft. 

Bru.  The  name  of  Caffius  honours  this  corruption, 
And  chaftifement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Caf  Chaftifement ! 

Caf  Rememocr  March,  the  ides  of  March  remem- 
J       bcr  ! 

Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  juftice'  fake? 
W.iat  villain  touch' J  his  body,  that  did  ftab, 
And  not  for  Jufticc  ?  What,  (hall  one  of  us, 
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That  ilruck  the  foremoil  man  of  all  this  world, 
But  for  fupporting  robbers  ;  (hall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  bnfe  bribes  ? 
And  fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  honours. 
For  fo  much  tram,  as  may  be  grafped  thus ? — 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 
Thanfuch  a  Roman. 

Caf  Brutus,  bay  not  me ; 
I'll  not  endure  it :  you  forget  yourfelf, 
To  hedge  me  in  ;  I  am  afoldier,  I, 
Cider  in  practice,  abler  than  yourfelf 
To  make  conditions. 

Bru.  Go  to  ;  you  are  not,  Cafiius. 

Caf  I  am. 

Bru.  I  fay,  you  are  not. 

Caf.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  mall  forget  my  felt; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  further. 

Bru.  Away,  flight  man  ! 

Caf.  Is'tpeffiWc? 

bra.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak. 
Muft  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rafli  choler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  fiares  ? 

Caf.  O  ye  gods !  ye  gods !  Mud  I  endure  all  this? 

Bru.  All  this  ?  ay,  more :  Fret,  Hill  your  proud 
heart  break  ; 
Go,  (hew  your  flaves  how  choleric  you.  are, 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.    Mull  1  budge f 
Mufl  I  obferve  you  ?  Mure  I  fcand  and  crouch 
Under  your  tefty  humour?  By  the  gods, 
You  mall  digeft  the  venom  of  your  fpieen, 
Though  it  dofplit  you  :  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
I'll  ufc  you  far  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter, 
When  you  are  wafpifh. 

Caf  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  You  fay  you  are  a  better  foldier  : 
Let  it  appear  fo  ;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  (hall  pleafe  me  well :  For  mine  ov/n  part, 
[  mall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noblemen. 
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Caf.  You  wrong  me  every  way,  you  wrong  me 
Brutus  : 

J  faid,  an  elder  foldier,  not  abetter  : 
Did  I  fay,  better  ? 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Caf  When  Cjefar  liv'd,  he  durft  not  thus  have 
mov'd  me. 

Bru.  Peace,  peace  ;  you  durft  not  fo  have  tempt- 
ed him.  x 
Caf.  I  durit  not  ? 
Bru.  No. 

Caf.  What  ?  durit  not  tempt  him  r 

Bru.  For  your  life  you  durrl  not. 

Caf  Do  not  prefume  too  much  upon  my  love, 
I  may  do  that  I  mall  be  forry  for. 

Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  fhall  be  forry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  CaiTius,  in  your  threats ; 
For  I  am  arm'd  fo  ftrong  in  honefty, 
That  they  pafs  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind, 
Which  I  refpeft  not.    I  did  fend  to  you 
For  certain  fums  of  gold,  which  you  deny'd  me  ; — 
For  I  can  raife  no  money  by  vile  means  : 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart, 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peafants  their  vile  tram, 
By  any  indirection.    I  did  fend 
Tq  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 
Which  you  deny'd  me  :  Was  that  done  like  CafTius  ? 
Should  1  have  anfwer'd  Caius  Cailius  fo  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  fo  covetous, 
To  lock  fuch  rafcal  counters  from  his  friends, 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts, 
Dam  him  to  pieces  ! 

Caf  I  deny'd  you  not. 

Bru.  Ycu  did. 

Caf  I  did  not:  he  was  but  a  fool, 

That  brought  my  anfwer  back. — Brutus  hath  riv'd 
my  heart  : 

A  friend  (hould  bear  his  friend's  infirmities, 
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But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 
Bru.  I  do  not,  'till  youpraclife  them  on  me. 
Caf.  You  love  me  not. 
Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 
Caf.  A  friendly  eye  could  never  fee  fuch  faults. 
Bru.  A  flatterer's  would  not,  though  they  do  ap- 
pear 

As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Caf  Come,  Antonv,  and  young  Gctavius,  come* 
Revenge  yourfelves  alone  on  CafTius, 
For  CaiHus  is  aweary  of  the  world : 
Hated  by  one  he  loves  ;  brav'd  by  his  brother ; 
Checked  like  a  bondman  ;  all  his  faults  obferv'd, 
Set  in  a  note-book,  learn'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote, 
Toc:ft  into  my  teeth.    O,  I  could  weep 
My  fpiritfrom  mine  eyes ! — There  is  my  dagger, 
And  here  my  naked  bread ;  within,  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Piutus'  mine,  richer  than  gold  : 
If  that  thcu  be'M:  a  Roman,  take  it  forth  ; 
I,  that  deny'd  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart : 
Strike,  as  thou  didlt  at  Csefar  ;  for  I  know, 
When  thou  didft  hate  him  worft,  thou  lov'dli  him 
better 

Than  ever  thou  lov'dft  Caffius. 

Bru.  Sheath  your  dagger  : 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  (Hall  havefcope  ; 
Do  what  you  will,  difnonour  fnall  be  humour, 
O  Caffius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb, 
That  carries  angpr,  as  the  flint  bears  lire, 
Who,  much  enforced,  mews  a  hafty  fpark, 
And  frraight  is  cold  again. 

Caf.  Hath  Camus  liv'd 
To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief,  and  blood  ill-temper'd,  vexeth  him  \ 

Bru.  When  I  fpofee  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Caf.  Do  you  confefs  fomuch  \  Give  me  your  hand, 

Bru.  And  my  heart  too. 

Caf.  O  Brutus  !  

Bru.  What's  the  matter.? 
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Caf    Have  not  you  love  enough  to  bear  with  me. 
en  that  rain  humour,  which  my  mother  gave  me, 
Makes  me  forgetful ? 

Bru.  Yes,  CafTms  ;  and,  from  henceforth, 
When  you  are  ovcr-earnefc  with  your  Brutus, 
He'll  think  your  mother  « hides,  and  leave  you  fo. 

\A  noifc  within. 

Poet,  [within.]  Let  me  go  into  fee  the  generals; 
There  is  fame  grudge  between  them,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Luc,  [w/to.J  You  fhall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet,  [ifjtkia*]  Nothing  but  dea:h  ihall  ftay  me. 
Enter  Poet. 

Caf  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter  ? 

Pod.  For  iliame,  you  generals;  What  do  you  mean? 
Lave,  and  be  friends,  as  two  fuch  men  mould  be? 
For  I  have  fee  a  more  years,  I  am  fure,  than  ye. 

Caf,  Ha,  ha;  how  vilely  doth  this  cynic  rhime  ! 

Bru.  Get  you  hence,  firrah ;  fancy  fellow,  hence. 

Caf  Bear  with  him,  Brutus;  'tis  his  fafnion. 

Bru,  I'll  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his 
time  : 

What  fhould  tke  wars  do  with  thefe  jigging  fools? — 
Companion,  hence. 

Caf  Away, away,  be  gone.  [Exit  Poet, 

Enter  L  u cilius ,  and  Tit  inius , 
Em.  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  ioage  their  companies  to-night. 

Caf,  And  comeypurfelves,  una  bring  Meffala  with 
yoa 

learned  iateiy  t3  \x%,       \Exeu<t  Lucilius  and  Titinius, 

Bru.  Lucius,  a  bo wl  of  wine. 

Caf  I  did  not  think,  you  c  ould  have  been  foan^ry, 

Bru.  O  dolus,  i  am  lick  of  many  griefs. 

Caf,  Of  your  philofpphy  you  make  no  ufe, 
If  you  gi'^e  place  toaccideal  .il  evils, 

Bru.  No  man  bears  f  rrow  batter  : — Portia  is  dead. 

Caf,  Ha!  Porda? 

Bru,  She  is  dead. 
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Caf  How  '"fcap'd  I  killing,  when  I  crofs'd  you 
fo  :— 

0  infupportabie  and  touching  lofs?— 
Upon  what  ficknefs  ? 

Era.  Impatient  of  my  abfence  ; 
And  grief,  that  young  O&avius  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  made  themfelves  fo  llreng  ; — for  with  her  death 
That  tidings  came  :  With  this  me  fell  diftradt, 
And,  her  attendants  abient 3  fwallow'd  £re, 

Caf  And  dy'd  fo  ? 

Brit.  Even  fo. 

Caf  O  ye  immortal  gods  ! 

Enter  Lucius,  <\xith  ivine,  an d  tapers. 

Era.  Speak  no  more  or  her. — Give  me  a  bowl  of 
wine  : — 

In  this  I  bury  all  unkindnefs,  CafTius.  [Drhks* 
Caf  My  heart  is  thirfty  for  that  noble  pledge  : — ■ 
Fill,  Lucius,  " till  the  wine  o'er-fwell  the  cup  ; 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus'  love. 

Re-enter  Tiiinius  and  MeJJaip* 

Bm.  Come  in,  Titinius :— Welcome  .good  Mefiala.— 
Now  lit  we  clofe  about  this  t  per  here* 
And  call  in  qucfticn  our  neceihties, 

Caf  Portia  i  art  thou  gone  ? 

Em.  No  more,  I  pray  you.— 
MelTala,  I  have  here  received  ietteis, 
That  young  Oetavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  might)  power^ 
Bending  their  expedition  towards  Philippi. 

Mefi  Myfelf  have  letters  of  the  feif-fame  tenour0 

Era.  With  what  addition  ? 

Mef  That  by  profciiption,  an!  bills  of  cudawry 
Oclavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus, 
Have  to  put  to  death  a  hundred  fenators. 

Era.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  weli  agree; 
Mine  fpeak  of  i'eventy  fenators,  that  dy'd 
By  their  profcription,  Cicero  being  one. 

Caf.  Cicero  one  ? 

Mef  Cicero  is  dead, 
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And  by  that  order  of  proscription. — 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  ? 
Bru.  No,  Meffala. 

Mef  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her? 

Bru.  Nothing,  Meffala. 

Mef  That,  methinks,  is  ftrange. 

Bru.  Why  afk  you?   Hear  you  aught  of  her  in 

yours  ? 
Mef.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 
Mef  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell : 
For  certain  fne  is  dead,  and  by  ftrange  manner. 

Bru.  Why,  farewell,  Portia.-  We  muft  die, 

Meffala : 

With  meditating  that  ihe  muft  die  once3 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mef  Even  fo  great  men  great  loffes  mould  endure. 

Caf  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you, 
But  yet  my  nature  could  net  bear  it  fo. 

Bru,  Weil,  to  our  work  alive.     What  do  you 
think 

Of  marching  to  Philippi  prefently  ? 

Caf  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru.  Your  reafon  ? 

Caf  This  it  is  : 
'Tis  better,  that  the  enemy  feck  us : 
So  mail  he  wafte  his  means,  weary  his  foldicrs, 
Doing  himfelf  offence  ;  whilft  we,  King  flill, 
Are  full  of  reft,  defence,  and  nimblenefs. 

Bru.  Good  realbns  muft,  of  force,  give  place  to 
better. 

The  people,  'twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground, 

Do  ftand  but  in  a  fore'd  afiedtion ; 

For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution : 

The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 

By  them  inall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 

Come  on  refrefh'd,  new-added,  and  encouMg'd; 

From  v  hich  advantage  ihall  we  cut  hinj  oiF, 

If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
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Thcfe  people  at  our  back. 

Caf.  Hear  me,  good  brother. 
Bru.  Under  your  pardon. — You  mufr.  note  befide  } 
That  v/e  have  try'd  the  utinoft  of  our  friends, 
Our  legions  are  brim  full,  our  caufe  is  ripe : 
The  enemy  er-creafeth  every  day, 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune ; 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  fhallows,  and  in  miferies. 
On  fuch  a  full  fea,  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  mult  take  the  current  when  it  ferves, 
Or  lofe  our  ventures. 

Caf.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on;  we  will  along 
Ou  rielves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk. 
And  nature  mull  obey  neceflity  ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  reft. 
There  is  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Caf.  No  more.    Good  night : 
Early  to-morrow  will  m  e  rife,  and  hence. 

Bru.  Lucius,  my  gown.  [Exit  Luc]  Farewell,, 

good  Meffala :  

Good  night,  Titinius : — Noble,  noble  Caffius, 
Good  night,  and  good  repofe, 

Caf.  O  my  dear  brother  ! 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night  : 
Never  come  fuch  divifion  'tween  our  fouls! 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well, 

Caf.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Good  night,  good  brother. 

Tit.  Mef  Goodnight,  lord  Brutus. 

Bru.  Farewell,  every  one.  [Exeunt, 
Re-enter  Lucius,  nvith  the  gozvn. 
Give  me  the  gewn.    Where  is  thy  inftrument  ? 

Luc.  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bra.  What,  tbou  ipeak'ft  drowfily  ? 
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Peer  knave,  I  blame  thee  not;  zhoi  art  e'er  watemd. 
Call  t^iiuiit,  ana  fome  ciner  cfnv  men  ; 
hare  toem  ileep  on  camions  in  my  lent. 
£*r.  Yarro,  and  Cianams  ! 

Enter  Vcrro,  ah  J  Sj^uulus. 
Jjr.  Cans  my  lord? 

r I  pray  yea.  nrs.  lie  is  my  tent,  and  ileep ; 

It  nnv-  be,  I  lb  ill  rahc  yen  by  tad  by 
On  manned  to  my  bnetm  r  C-.  _us. 

far.  So  pieaie  yea,  we  frill  ftand  and  watch  your 
p]  eafere, 

3:-.-.  1  will  to:  Lave  i:  f c  :  lie  down,  good  dm ; 
I:  may  be.  •  Lhal]  otiiery  m  bethink  me. 
Look,  Imcm-f,  here**  toe  book  I  fougat  for  fo; 
I  pat  it  in  cne  poc  et  of  my.  g :  n. 

jL^.-.  I  ••••  as  inre  your  loramip  bAd  not  rive  it  me. 

J9rv.  Bear  with  me,  gQcd  &o;  ,  1  am  much  for- 
getful. 

C t'.c  j  nc Id  r-p  thy  heavy  eyes  awbnie, 
And  tooch  thy  uuLnuneiit  a  nrmr.  or  (h  e  : 

1.     Ay.  rny  lord,  am:  rhafc  yea. 

i>*v.  It  does,  my  bey  : 
I  treble  thee  mo  much,  ba:  :hcn  a::  v.ihin~. 

I:..-.  It  i:  □  y  iaty,  dr. 

i>-<.  J  ihould  n^  :  urge  •  hy  duty  p~f:  thy  might; 
I  know,  young  b-mous  ieck  for  a  time  of  reft. 
*  Luc.  I  have  ilept,  m)  iord,  already, 
ib-.v.  It  was  wed  acn:-  :  ana  men  mmtder^  a^.vin: 
I  will  Dot  hold  thee  long  :  if  i  do  live, 
I  v.  ib  be  good  to  t..:e.  [dd_.fr.  snd  af;.t:g* 

This  :s  a  Ueepy  tunc  . — O  marabous  .number  ; 
La;  bt  then  tny  leuden  rnaes  upon  my  bey, 
That  play:  taef  niunc: — Gent.:  knave,  goodnight 

I  wil:  not  do  tnee  ic  nrnc.j  urcng  to  wake  tnee.  

if  the o  ded  nod,  thou  breakb:  thy  murunm  r.:  : 
I'll  take  it  frem  nn  ;  are  good  boy,  gooa  atgnt. 
Let  m:  iee,let  me  fee — U       the  leaf  tarn" a  dowH4 
When  I  left  leading  :  Here  i  dunk. 

[tU  (tii  ii'rxv;; ft  read. 
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Enter  tfa  Gbofl  ofC&far. 
How  ill  this  taper  barns ! — Ha  !  who  comes  here  ? 
I  think,  it  is  the  weakneis  cf  mine  eyes 
That  (hapes  this  mciiltrous  apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me  :  Art  thou  any  tiling? 
Art  thou  fome  god,  fome  an^el,  or  fome  devil, 
That  mak'ft  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  flare? 
Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art. 

Gbojl,  Thy  evil  (pirit,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  ccm'lt  vhou : 

Gboft.   To  tell  thee,  thou  ffult  fee  me  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  Well :  Tiien  I  mall  Tee  tfaec  again  ? 

Gbojt,  Ay,  at  Philippi.  [Exit  Ghofi. 

Bru.  Why,  I  v>  Ul  fee  thee  at  Philippi  then. — 
Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vaniiheil : 
111  fphit,  I  would  hold  mere  talk  with  thee. — 
Boy:  Lucira! — Varro  ?  Claudius!  Sirs,  awake! 
Cbudius! 

Lite.  The  Urine5?,  my  lord,  a:-e  fhlie. 

Bru.  He  thinks,  he  frill  is  at  the  in.trument.  

Luciu?.  awake. 

Luc.  ;>Tylo:-d: 

Bm.  Didd  thorn  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  fo  cry' dir. 

out?  ' 
Li::.  My  lord,  I  do  not  \  now  that  I  did  cry. 
Bru  .Yes,  that  thou  didd  :  Didf:  tnou  (ee  any  thing? 
L.uc.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Shcp  again,  Lucius. — Sirrah,  Claudius! 
]  •  el  low  th  ou  !  awake . 
V**.  My  lord.  - 
Clau.  My  lord. 

Brk.  Why  do  you  Co  crv  out,  nrs,  in  your  deep  : 

Both.  Did  we,  my  lord? 

Bru.  Ay  ;  Saw?  you  any  tWng? 

i\:r.  No,  my  lord.    I  faw  no  tiling. 

Clau.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Br::.  Go,  and  comix  -  nd  me  to  my  brother  Cafljus : 
Bid  aim  fct  on  bis  powers  b : times  before, 
Ana  we  will  follow. 

Bvth.  it  fhall  lie  acne,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 
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Emter  Oj^nritu,  Anioxyy  amJ  their  Araj. 
C  :j.  "VT  O  W.   Antony,  cur  hope  =  are  aniVereJ  : 
jl%        You  ihid,  tie  enemy  would  no: 
down, 

Bat  keep  the  bUh  and  upper  region- ; 
It  proves -not  fo  :  their  battles  are  at  hand  ; 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here, 
AniVering  before    e  do  - 1  ~     z  c : : .-.  e  m . 

^i/.  Tat,  I  nrr.  in  their  boibrr.s,  ini  I  ^no  -v 
Woerefcre  they  do  it:  thev  couii  be  con:ent 
To  vifit  other  place? ;  and  cozne  dowa 
With  fearful  bravery,  thinking,  by  this  face, 
To  iaf;er»  in  car  t.^urmts  that  they  hive  coaruge; 
But  *ti£  net  13. 

F rep i - e  y c  i .  -eneralf : 
Toe  enemy  com;:  cn  in  ri*.h-n:  me""; 
Their  bloody  r.rn  of  batt.e  o  hnng  rout, 
An u  mmethir.  e  to  be  i  n:  immediately. 

Af.  Ocravioos,  lead  your  battle  foHj  on, 
Upon  the  -eft  hand  of  toe  e~cn  r.eLi. 

Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left. 
"V.V.-  do  ycu~cr    >  mt-  in  :ni?  exigent : 
(5*.  I  do  nctcrcA  you  ;  bo:  I  »viii  iz  iz.  f-  lrr:.;. 
Drum,     £>;:sr  B-iaus,  Ca/fixs,  exd  their  Army  ; 
LmcjUms,   Titinixs,  Meffala,  CO.. 
Mnu  They  land,  and  would  nave  parley, 
C>j.  Stand fah,   IhLn:-?:  v.  e  mud  out  and  talk. 
'  .;>.  Mark  Antony,  lhali  we  give  n§n  of  battle? 
A*t.  N  >,  Ofar,  ^e  will  anfwer  on  their  charge. 
:  :_V  :  firth,  the  gf  r  rah  v.  o'-hi  have  fame  \»  oris 
0~«.  ^tir  not  until  the  ugoal. 
Bru.  Words  before  blow  i> :    Is  it  fo  countrymen  ? 
O  a.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as   oa  do. 
Bru.  Good  word*  are  better  taan  bad  flnokes  Cc- 
uvias. 
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Ant.  In  your  bad  ftrokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good 

words : 

Witncfs  the  hole  you  made  in  C^far's  heart, 
C r }  i  ii  g ,  L ong  li  ve  (  Hail  Cccfar  ! 

Caf.  Antony, 
The  pofhire  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown  ; 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees, 
And  leave  them  honey iefs. 

Ant.  Not  ftinglefs  too. 

Bru.  O,  yes,  and  foundlefs  too ; 
For  you  have  ilol'n  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And,  very  v,  ifely,  threat  before  you  iling. 

A/it.  Villains,  you  did  not  fo,  when  your  vile 
daggers 

Hack'd  one  another  in  the  fides  of  Caefar  : 
You  fliew'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn'd  like 
hounds, 

And  bow'd  like  bondmen,  killing  Csfar's  feet; 
Whillt  damned  Cafca,  like  a  cur,  behind, 
Struck  Ofar  on  the  neck.    O  you  flatterers  ! 

Ccf.  Flatterers !  Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourfelf : 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  fo  to-day, 
If  Caillus  might  have  rul'd. 

O&a.  Come,  come,  the  caufe :  If  arguing  makes 
us  fweat, 

The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Look,  I  draw  a  fword  agaimt  confpirators  ; 
When  think  you  that  the  fword  goes  up  again  r~ 
Never,  'till  Offer's  three  and  twenty  wounds 
Be  well  aveng'd  :  or  'till  another  Cadar 
Have  added  iiaugHter  to  the  fword  of  traitors. 

Bru.  Ccefar,  tncu  canft  not  die  by  traitors  hands, 
Unlefs  thou  bring'ft  them  with  thee; 

Oct  a.  So  I  hope  ; 
I  was  not  born  to  die  on  Brutus'  fword, 

Bru.  O,  if  thou  wert  the  nobleil  of  thy  (train, 
Young  man,   thou  could' &  not  die  mere  honourable. 

Caf.  A  pee  vim  fchooUboy,  worthlefs  ofi'uch  ho- 
nour, 
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Join'd  with  a  mafker  and  a  reveller. 
Ant.  Old  Gaffius  Hill! 
08a.  Come,  Antony:  away. — 
Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth  : 
If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field ; 
If  not,  when  you  have  rlornachs. 

[ Exeunt  OJi avius ,  Antony,  and  Army. 
Caf  Why  no w,  blow,  wind  ;  fweli,  billow,  and 
fwim,  bark ! 
The  rcorm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 
Bru,  Ho,  Lucilias ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

\Lucilius  and  Meffala  (  and  forth, 
Luc,  My  lord.  [Brutus fpeaks  apart  to  Luciliu;. 
Caf.  Meffala. 

Mef.  What  fays  my  general? 

Caf  Meffala, 
This  is  my  birth-day  ;  as  this  very  day 
Was  Caluus  born.    Give  me  thy  hand,  Meffala  : 
Be  thou  my  witnefs,  that,  againft  my  will, 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compeli'd  to  fet 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know,  that  1  held  Epicurus  ftrcng, 
And  his  opinion  :  now  I  change  my  mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  prefage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  foremoit  enftgn 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell;  and  there  they  perch'd* 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  cur  foldiers  hands ;  - 
Who  to  Philippi  here  contorted  us: 
This  morning  are  they  fled  atvay,  and  gone; 
And,  ia  their  fteads,  do  ravens,  erows,  and  kites 
Fly  o'er  oar  heads,  and  dov  nward  look  on  us, 
As  we  were  fickly  prey;  their  ihadows  feem 
A  canopy  moft  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghoft. 

Mef  Believe  not  fo* 

Cuf  i  but  believe  it  parti  v  ; 
Fori  am  freflj  of  fpirit,  and  refelved 
To  meet  all  perils  very  conflanLy. 

JJr.c  Even  fo,  Luciiius. 

Caf  N  o  v  ,  m  oft  noble  Brn t  u  1 . 
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The  gods  to-day  ftand  friendly  ;  that  we  may, 
Lovers,  in  peace  lead  on  our  days  to  age  ! 
But  fmce  the  affairs  of  men  reft  frill  uncertain, 
Let's  reafon  with  the  worft  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lofe  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  lafl  time  we  fhall  fpeak  together  ; 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  dor 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philofophy, 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himfelf : — I  know  not  how, 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  v  hat  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life: — arming  myfelf  with  patience, 
To  flay  the  providence  of  fome  high  powers, 
That  govern  us  below. 

Caj\  Then,  if  w  e  lofe  this  battle, 
You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Through  the  ftreets  of  Rome  ? 

Bru.  No,  Cafiius,  no :  think  not,  thou  noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind.    But  this  fame  day 
Mull  end  that  work,  the  ides  of  March  begun; 
And  whether  we  mall  meet  again,  I  know  not 
Therefore  our  everlaiting  farewell  take  : — 
Forever,  and  for  ever,  farewell  Caffius ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why  we  fhall  fmile ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Caj\  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus  ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  fmile  indeed; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Whythen,leadon. — O,  that:  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  day's  bufmefs,  ere  it  come! 
But,  it  fufneeth,  that  the  day  will  end, 
And  then  the  end  is  known. — Come,  ho  !  away? 

\  Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Jllarum.    Enter  Brutus,  and  Mejfala, 
Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Meffala,  ride,  and  give  thefe  bills 
Unto  the  leg-ions  on  the  other  fide:  [Loud  alarum. 
Vol.  VI/"  Z 
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Let  them  fet  on  at  once  ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanor  in  O&avius'  v  ing, 
And  fudden  pulh  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride.,  ride,  Meflala;  let  them  all  come  down. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 
Alarum.    Enter  CsJJius?  and  Tit  in  ins. 

Caf.  O,  look,  Titinius,  look    the  villains  fly! 
Myfelf  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  enem-  • 
This  enfign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back  ; 
I  flew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

7h.  O  Catfius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early? 
Who,  having  fome  advantage  on  Qjftaviu 
Took  it  too  eagerly  ;  his  foldiers  Yell  to  fpoil, 
Whilft  we  by  Antony  are  all  enclosed. 

Enter  Pin  dams. 

Pin.  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord  : 
Ely  therefore,  noble  Caflius,  fly  far  off. 

Caf.  Thishillisfarencugh. — Look, look,  Titinius  j 
Are  thofe  my  tents,  where  I  perceive  the  fire? 

Tit.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Caf.  Titinius,  if  thou  lov'ft  me, 
Mount  thou  my  horfe,  and  hide  thy  fpurs  in  him, 
'Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops, 
And  here  again  ;  that  I  may  reft  afliir'd, 
Whether  yon  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

Tit. I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought.  [Exit 

Caf.  Go,  Pindarus,  get  thither  on  thai  hill ; 
My  fight  was  ever  thick  ;  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'ft  about  the  field. — 

[  Exit  Pindarus. 
This  day  I  breathed  firft ;  time  is  come  round, 
And,  where  I  did  begin,  there  mall  I  end  : 
My  life  is  run  his  compafs. — Sirrah,  what  news  ? 

Pind.  [above.]  O  my  lord  ? 

Caf.  What  news  ? 

PW.Titinius  is  enclofed  round  about 
With  horfemen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  fpur; 
Yet  he  fpurs  on. — Now  they  fire  alDioft  on  him;  now, 
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Titinius  !— Now  Tome  'light: — O,  he  'lights  too:— 
He's  ta'en      and,  hark,  t;  ev  mout  for  joy.  [Shout. 

Caf  Come  down,  behold  no  more. 
O,  cov  ard  that  I  am,  to  live  fo  long, 
To  fee  my  belt  friend  ta'en  before  my  face! 

Re-enter  Pindar  us. 
Come  hither,  fir  rah: 
In  Parthia  I  did  take  thee  prifoner; 
And  then  I  fwore  thee,  laving  of  thy  life, 
That  whatfoever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 
Thou  mould'!!  attempt  it.  Ccme  now, keep  thine  oath; 
Now  be  a  freeman ;  and,  with  this  good  fword, 
Tha'c  ran  through  Caefar's  bowels,  fearch  this  bofom. 
Stand  not  to  anfwer:  Here,  take  thou  the  hilts; 
And,  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now, 
Guide  thou  the  fword, — Csfar,  thou  art  reveng'd, 
Even  with  the  fword  that  kilPd  thee.  [Dies. 

Find.  So,  I  am  free;  yet  wouid  notfo  have  been, 
Durft  I  have  done  my  will.    O  Caflius  ! 
Far  from  this  country  Findarus  mail  run, 
Where  never  Roman  mall  take  note  of  him.  [Exit, 
lie-enter  Titinius  with  Meffala. 

Mef.  It  is  bit  change,  Titinius;  for  Oclavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power, 
As  Camus'  legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  Thefe  tidings  will  well  comfort  Call! us. 

Mef.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  Ail  difconfoiate, 
With  Findarus  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 

Lief.  Is  that  not  he,  that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 

Tit.  He  lies  not  like  the  living,    O  my  heart  \ 

Mef.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Tit.  No,  this  was  he,  Meffala, 
But  CafTiusis  no  more. — O  fetting  fun! 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  doll  link  to-night, 
So  in  his  red  bleed  Cafiius'  day  is  fet ; 
The  fun  of  Rome  is  fet!    Our  day  is  gone  ; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come  ;  our  deeds  are  done . 
Miftruft  of  my  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mef.  Miftruft  of  good  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed. 
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O  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child  1 

Why  doft  thou  fhew  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 

The  things  that  are  not  ?  O  error,  foon  conceiv'd, 

Thou  never  com'ft  unto  a  happy  birth, 

But  kilPit  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee. 

Tit.  What,  Pindarus!  Where  art  thou,  Pindarus? 

Mef.  Seek  him,  Titinius ;  whiifl  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thralling  this  report 
Into  his  ears  :  I  may  fay,  thruiling  it  ; 
For  piercing  Heel,  and  darts  envenomed, 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus, 
As  tidings  of  this  fight.  ^ 

Ttt.  Hie  you,  Meffala, 
And  I  will  feek  for  Pindarus  the  while.     [Exit  Mef 
Why  dod  thou  fend  me  forth,  brave  Caflius  ? 
Did  1  not  meet  thy  friends  ?  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory, 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee  ?  Didft  thou  not  hear  their 
fhouts  ? 

Alas,  thou  haft  mifconftrued  every  thing. 
But  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow  ; 
Thy  Bretus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding.— Brutus,  come  apace. 
And  fee  howl  regarded  Caius  Caffias.-*-- 
By  your  leave,  gods :— This  is  a  Roman's  part ; 
Come,Caffms'  fword,and  find  Titinius'  heart.  [Dies, 
Alarum.   Enter  Brutus,  Meffala,  young  Cato,  Strata, 
Volumnius,  and  Lucilius. 

Bru.  Where,  where,  Meflafat,  doth  his  body  lie? 

M-f.  Lo,  vender  :  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 

Bru.  Titinius'  f  ce  is  upward. 

Cato.  He  is  flain. 

Bru.  Oh  Julius  Ccfar,  thou  art  mighty  yet  ! 
Thy  fpirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  fvvords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  [Low  alarums. 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius  !  — 
Look,  whe'r  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  Caflius ! 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  fuch  as  thefe 
Thou  laft  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well  ! 
It  is  impoifibie,  that  ever  Rome 
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Should  breed  thy  fellow.— Friends,  I  owe  more  tears 

To  this  dead  man,  than  you  mall  fee  me  pay.-  c 

I  mall  find  time,  Caflius,  I  (hall  find  time.--- 

Come,  therefore,  and  to  ThafTos  fend  his  body  ; 

His  funeral  (hall  not  be  in  our  camp, 

Left  it  difcomfort  us.-— Lucilius,  come; 

And  come   young  Cato  ;  let  us  to  the  field.— 

Labeo,  and  Flavius,  fet  our  battles  on  : 

'Tis  three  o'clock  ;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 

We  fhall  try  fortune  in  a  fecond  fight. 

SCENE  IV. 
Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Alarum.     Enter  Brutus,  Cato,  Lucilius,  and  others. 

Bru.  Yet,  countrymen,  O,  yet,  hold  up  your  heads ! 

Cato.  What  baftard  doth  not  ?  Who  will  go  with  me  ? 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field  r 
I  am  the  fon  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend  ; 
I  am  the  fon  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 

Enter  Soldiers,  and fight. 

Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I ; 
Brutus,  my  country's  friend;  know  me  fqr  Brutus, 

[Exit, 

Luc.  O  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  ? 
Why,  now  thou  dy'ftas  bravely  as  Titinius  ; 
And  rnav'fi:  be  honour'd  being  Cato's  fon. 

1  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  dieft. 

Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die  : 
There  is  fo  much  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  firaight  I 

[  Offering  ?nonej, 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honour'd  in  his  death. 

1  Sold.  We  muft  not. — A  noble  prifoner  \ 

2  Sold.  Pvoom,  ho  !  Tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  ta'en: 
1  Sold.  I'll  tell  the  ne\/s.— Here  comes  the  ge- 
neral :— — - 

Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en.  my  lord. 
Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Luc.  Safe,  Antony  ;  Brutus  is  fafe.  enough : 
I  dare  aflure  thee,  that  no  enemy 
Z  2 
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Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus : 
The  gods  defend  him  from  fo  great  a  ihame  ! 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive  or  dead, 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himfelf. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend;  but,  I  afiure  you, 
A  prize  no  lefs  in  worth  :  keep  this  man  fafe, 
Give  him  all  kindnefs :  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends,  than  enemies.    Go  on, 
And  fee  whe'r  Brutus  be  alive,  cr  dead  ; 
And  bring  us  word,  unto  Oftavius'  tent, 
How  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  "  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field.    Enter  Brutus.  Dardanius, 
Clitus,  Strata,  and  I  olum?iius. 
Bru.  Come,  poor  remains  of  friends,  reft  onthis  rock. 
Cli.  Statilius  ihew'd  the  torch-light :  but,  my  lord, 
He  came  not  back,  he  is  or  ta'en,  or  ilain. 

Bru.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus :  Slaying  is  the  word  ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fafhion.   Hark  thee,  Clitus.— 

[  W  bifpering* 

Cli.  What  I,  my  lcrd  ?  No,  not  for  all  the  world. 

Bru.  Peace  then,  no  words. 

Cli.  Ill  rather  kill  my felf. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius  ! 

Dar.  Shall  I  do  fuch  a  deed  ? 

Cli.  O,  Dardanius! 

Dar.  O,  Clitus ! 

Cli.  What  ill  requeft  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Dar.  To  kill  him,  Clitus  :  Look,  he  meditates. 

Cli.  Now  is  that  noble  vefiel  full  of  grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius  :  ILft  a  word. 

Vol.  What  fays  my  lord? 

Bru.  Wny  this,  Volumnius : 
The  ghofl  of  Carfar  hathappear'd  tome 
Two  fevcral  times  by  night :  at  Sardis,  once  ; 
And,  this  la  ft  night,  here  in  Philippi'  fields. 
1  know,  my  hour  is  come. 

Vol.  Not  fo,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  Iamfureitis,  Volumnius, 
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Thou  fee'ft  the  world  Volumnius,  how  it  goes ; 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit :  \\_Alarum* 
It  is  more  worthy,  to  leap  in  ourfelves, 
Than  tarry  'till  they  pufh  us.    Good  Volumnius, 
Thou  know'ft,  that  we  two  went  to  fchool  together; 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  pray  thee, 
Hold  thou  my  {word's  hilt,  whilft  I  run  on  it. 
Vol.  That's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 

[Alarum  JIM. 

Cli.  Fly,  fly,  my  lord;  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bru.  Farewell  to  you  ;— -and  you  ;— and  you 
Volumnius.--- 
Strato,  thou  haft  been  all  this  while  afleep  ; 
Farewell  to  thee  too,  Strato.— Countrymen, 
My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  life, 
I  found  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  (hall  have  glory  by  this  lofing  day, 
More  than  O&avius,  and  Mark  Antony, 
By  this  vile  conqueit  fliall  attain  unto. 
So,  fare  you  well  at  once  ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 
Kath  almoft  ended  his  life's  hiftpry  : 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes ;  my  bones  would  reir. 
That  have  butiabour'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

Alarum.    Cry  within,  Fly,  fly,  fly. 

ClL  Fly,  my  lord,  fly.  [  Exeunt  Clitus,  Dar.  and  '/oim 

Bru,  Hence,  1  will  follow. 
J  pry  thee,  Strato,  flay  thou  by  thy  lord  : 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  refpe$  ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  feme  frnack  of  honour  in  it : 
Hold  then  my  fword,  and  turn  away  thy  face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.    Wilt  thou,  Strato  ? 
Sira.  Give  me  your  hand  £rft:  Fare  ycu  well  my  lord. 

Bru.  Farewell,  good  Strato.— Caviar,  now  be  ftiil'j 
I  kill'd  not  thee  v.  ith  half  fo  good  a  will. 

\  He  runs  on  his  fword,  a, id  dies. 
Alarum.    Retreat.    Enter  Qfla<vius,  Antony,  MeJJala, 
Lucilius,  and  the  Army. 

Oda.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Mifi   My  mailer's  man. — Strato,  where  is  thy 
nailer  ? 
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Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in  MeiTala; 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him  : 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himfelf, 
And  no  man  eiie  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Luc.  So  Brutus  mould  be  found. — I  thank  thee, 
Brutss, 

That  thou  hail  prov'd  Lucilius5  faying  true. 

Oct  a.  All  that  fcrv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them. 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  bellow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  Ay?  if  Mefiala  will  prefer  me  to  yea. 

Ola.  Do  fo,  good  MefTala. 

Mef.  How  died  my  mailer,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  I  held  the  fword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Me/.  Oclavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  kteft  fervice  to  my  matter. 

Ant.  This  M  as  thenoblefl  Roman  of  them  all : 
All  the  confpirators,  fave  only  he, 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Casfar ; 
He,  only,  in  a  general  hcneil  thought, 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle  ;  and  the  elements 
So  rnix'd  in  him,  that  nature  might  ftand  up, 
And  fay  to  all  the  world.  This  mas  a  man  ! 

Ocia.  According  to  his  virtue,  let  us  ufe  him, 
With  all  refpecl,  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  fhall  lie. 
Moft  like  a  foJcfier,  order'd  honourably. — 
So,  call  the  field  to  reft  :  and  let's  away, 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.  [Exeunt. 


NOTE. 

Of  this  tragedy  many  particular  pafFages  defer vc  regard,  andrfie 
contention  and  reconcilement  ofBiut.isand  Caul  us  is  univerfajly 
celebrated  ;  but  I  have  never  been  ftrongly  agit  it<  d  in  pi  ruling  ir, 
and  think  it  fomewnat  cold  and  unaffccling,  compared  with  (orhe 
othe  r  of  Shakefpare's  plays  :  his  adherence,  to  rhc  ic.il  ftory,  and 
to  Roman  manners,  teems  lo  have  impeded  the  n  ttural  vigour  q£ 
Ins  genius, 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


M.  Antony  y  ^ 

^Smimus  LepiJus,  \ 
Sexius  Pomptius. 
Thmitius  Emotarh 
T>  tntidiusy 

Eros, 
Scans, 
Dercetas, 
Demetrius i 
Fhih, 


y  Friends  of  Antony. 


J^'/'CCutaUt . 

Galli'.s, 
Mezas, 
Mer.ecrates  , 
V err  in;, 


J 
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Friends  of  Fompey. 


SHims,  an  Officer  ia  YentiJius's  Army. 
Taurus  ^  Lieutenant-General  to  Csefar. 

Ahxas% 

Mardum,        I  Q  n. 
StUucus.  (  Servant:  to  Cleopatra. 

JXumudcs,  J 

A  Scothfaver:  A  Clown. 

Clccpatra,  Queen  of  Egypt. 

OBaviat  Sifter  to  Csfar,  and  Wife  to  Antony. 

Cbarmian,      7    «       ,  ^. 

y,  >  Attendants  on  Cleopatra. 

AmbafTadors  from  Antony  to  Crefar,  Captains, 
Soldiers,  Menbage:^  and  other  Attendants. 
The  Scene  is  difperied  In  feveral  Parts  of  the  P.om 
Empire. 
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ACT    I.         S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Cleopatra's  Palace  at  Alexandria, 
E flier  Demetrius,  and  Pbilo. 

Phil.  TWT  A  Y,   but  this  dotage  of  our  general's 
X  \     O'eraows  the  meafure :  thole  his  good 
ly  eyes, 

That  o'er  the  files  and  muflers  of  the  war 

Have  glow'd  life  e  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  turn 

The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 

Upon  a  tawny  front  :  his  captain's  heart, 

Which  in  the  (curries  of  great  rights  hath  burft 

The  buckles  on  his  breaft,  reneges  all  temper; 

And  is  become  the  bellows  and  the  fan, 

To  ccol  a  gvpiy's  Loft. — Look,  where  they  come  ! 

Flourijh.      Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,    -jjiib  their 

'Trains  ;  Eunuchs  fanning  her. 
Take  but  good  note,  and  you  (hall  fee  in  him 
The  triple  pillar  of  the  world  transformed 
Into  a  ftruiRpet's  fool :  behold  and  fee. 

Cleo*  If  it  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much. 

Ant,  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be 
reckon'd. 

Cleo.  I'll  fet  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  beloved. ' 
Ant.  Then  nauft  thou  needs  find  out  new  heaven 
new  earth. 

Enter  a  McJTtnger. 
Me/.  News,  my  good  lord,  from  Rome, 
Ant.  Grates  me  :— The  fgxzfc 
Cleg.  Nay,  hear  them,  A r. tony  : 
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Fulvia,  perchance,  is  angry;  or,  who  knows 
If  the  fcarce  bearded  C^far  have  not  fent 
His  powerful  mandate  to  you,  "  Do  this,  or  this ; 
<<  Take  in  that  kingdom,  and  enfranchife  that; 
C{  Perform  *t,  or  eife      damn  thee." 

Ant.  How,  my  love ! 

Cleo.  Per  nance, — nay,  and  molt  liVe, 
Yoj  muic  no:  flay  here  longer,  your  diihiiiiiaon 

Is  ocme  from  Caeiar ;  therefore  hear  it,  Antony.  

Where's  Fulvia's  procefs  ?  Crfar's,  I  would  fay?— 
BoM:  — — 

Call  in  the  meilengers.-.-As  T  am  Egypt's  queen, 
Thou  bluiheit,  Antony;  and  that  b!ood  of  thine 
Is  C?lar's  homager  :  elfe  fo  thy  cneek  pays  uhame, 

Wnen  ihriil-tonga  d  fulvia  (colds.  The  nief- 

fengrrs. 

Ant.  Let  Romt      T  her  melt!  and  the  wide  arch 
Of  the  rang'd  empire  fall !  Here  is  my  fpace  ; 
Kin  don- s  are  clay  :  cur  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  bwait  as  man  :  Me  nobienefs  of  life 
Is,  to  do  thus ;  wnen  fuch  a  mutual  pair, 

[Embracuigt 
And  fdeh  a  twain  can  do':;  in  which,  I  bind, 
Oi  pain  of  punifhment,  the  world  to  weet, 
We  ilani  up  peerWs. 

C:e:.  Excellent  faUkood  ! 

W  iy  ^-ih  he  marry  F  aivi  l,  and  not  love  her;  

I'll  feecd  : bp  fool  I  am  no: ;  Antony 
Will  be  himfe  f.  _ 

Ant.  But  ilirr'd  by  Cleopatra. — 
Now,  for  :he  love  of  Jove,  and  his  foft  hours, 
Let's  no:  confound  the  time  v  ith conference  harfl  : 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  fhould  ftretch 
Wit  iout  fome  pie  . fare  now  •  What  fport  to-night: 

Cleo,  Kear  the  arnbr.Cadors. 

Ant*  Fve,  Wrangling  queen  1 
Whom  every  thin  T  becomes,  to  ehide,  to  laugh, 
To  weep  ;  whole  every  pahhon  fully  ftrives 
To  rr.a'..e  itfelf,  in  thee,  fair  and  adopir'dl 
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No  mefienger,  but  thine  ; — And  all  alone, 
To-night,  n  e'll  wander  through  the  ftreets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.    Come,  my  queen  ; 
Laft  night  you  did  deiire  it : — Speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Chop,  with  their  train. 

Dem.  Is  C??far  with  Antonius  priz'd  fo  flight  ? 

Phil.  Sir,  fometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony* 
He  comes  too  fhort  of  that  great  property 
Which  ftili  mould  gox  with  Antony. 

Dem.  I  am  full  lorry, 
That  he  approves  the  common  liar,  who 
Thus  fpeaks  of  him  at  Rome  :  But  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow.    Reft  you  happy  I 

[  Exeunt, 

SCENE  IE. 

Another  Part  of  the  Palace, 
Enter  Char-mi  an,  Iris,  Alexas,  and  a  Soothfayer. 

Char.  Lord  Alexas,  fweet  Alexas,  moft  any  thing 
Alexas,  almoft  moft  abfolute  Alexas,  where's  the 
foothfayer  that  you  prais'd  fo  to  the  queen  ?  O  !  that 
I  knew  this  hulband,  which,  you  fay,  muft  change 
his  horns  with  garlands. 

Alex.  Soothfayer* 

Sooth.  Your  will  ? 

Char.   Is  this  the  man?  Is^t  you,  fir,  that 

know  things  i 

Sooth.  In  nature's  infinite  book  of  fecrecy, 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Alex.  Shew  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Enobarbus . 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly;  wine  enough. 
Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  fir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  forefee. 

Char.  Fray  then,  forefee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  mall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char.  He  means,  in  fleih. 

fcas.  No,  vou  fnali  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Vol.  VI.  A  a 
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Char.  Wrinl  les  forbid  ! 

Alex.  Vex  not  h  is  prefcience  ;  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hulh! 

Socth.  You  mall  be  more  beloving,  than  belov'd. 
Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 
Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  fome  excellent  fortune!  Let 
me  be  married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and 
widow  them  all  \  let  me  have  a  child  at  fifty,  to 
whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may  do  homage  I  find  me  to 
marry  with  Oc~taviu$  Cscfar,  and  companion  me  with 
my  miftrefs !  v 

Sooth.  You  mail  out-live  the  lady  whom  you  ferve. 

Char.  O  excellent!  I  love  long  life  better  thanngs. 

Sooth.  You  have  feen  and  prov'd  a  fairer  former 
fortune 

Than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then,  belike,  my  children  fhali  have  no 
names :  Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches  muft 
I  have  ? 

Sooth.  If  every  of  your  wifhes  had  a  womb, 
And  foretel  every  wifh,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool !  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

Alex.  You  think,  none  but  your  meets  are  privy 
to  your  wifhes. 

Char.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  her's. 

Alex.  We'll  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  moft  of  our  fortunes,  to-night, 
fhali  be — drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  palm  prefages  chaftity,  if  nothing 
elfe. 

Char.  Even,  as  the  o'erflowing  Nilus  prefagetk 
famine. 

Iras.  Go,  you  w  ild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  foothfay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitf  ul  prog- 
nostication, I  cannot  fcratch  mine  ear. — Pr'ythee, 
tell  her  but  a  worky-day  fortune. 

Sooth.  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  bow,  but  how  ?  give  mc  particulars. 
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Sooth.  I  have  faid. 

Iras.  Am  I  net  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  (he? 

Char.  Weil,  if  yoa  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune 
better  than  I,  where  would  you  choofe  it? 

h-as.  Not  in  my  ha  (band's  nofe. 

Char.  O  jr  worfer  thoughts  heavens  mend  ! — Alex- 
3 s,-— come,  his  fortune,  his  fortune. — O  let  him 
marry  a  woman  that  cannot  go,  fweet  Ifis,  I  befeech 
thee!  And  let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a  worfe  I 
and  let  worfe  follow  worfe,  'till  the  worft  of  all 
follow  him  laughing  to  his  grave,  fifty  fold  a  cuckold  I 
Good  liis,  hear  me  this  prayer,  though  thou  deny 
me  a  matter  of  more  weight;  good  Ifis,  I  befeech  thee! 

Iras.  Amen.  Dear  goddeis,  hear  that  prayer  of 
the  people  !  for,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  fee  a 
handfome  man  ioofe-wiv'd,  fo  it  is  a  deadly  forrow 
to  behold  a  foul  knave  uncuckolded ;  Therefore, 
dear  Ins,  keep  decorum,  and  fortune  him  accordingly. 

Char.  Amen. 

Alex.  Lo,  now!  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make 
me  a  cuckold,  they  would  make  themfeives  whores, 
but  they'd  do't. 

Eno.  Hu&'i  here  comes  Antony. 

Char.  Not  he,  the  queen. 

Enter  Cleopatra, 

Cleo.  Saw  you  my  lord  ? 

Eno.  No,  lady. 

Cleo.  Was  he  not  here  ? 

Char.  No,  madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  difpos'd  to  mirth ;  but  on  the  fudden 
A  Roman  thought  hath  ftruckhim.  Enobarbus,— 

Eno.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither.  Where's 

Alexas  ? 

Alex.  Here,  atyour  fcrvice.-— My  lord  approaches. 
Enter  Antony,  with  a  MeJJenger,  and  Attendants. 
Cleo.  We  will  not  look  upon  him  :  Go  with  us. 

[Exeunt  r 

Me/.  Fill  via  thy  wife  firfl  came  into  the  field. 
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Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 
Eno.  Sir  ? 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 
Eno.  Fulvia  ? 
Ant  Dead. 

Eno.  Why,  fir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful  facri- 
fice.  When  it  pleaieth  their  deities  tc  take  the  wife 
of  a  man  from  him,  it  mews  to  man  the  tailors  of  the 
earth;  comforting  therein,  that  when  old  robes  are 
worn  out,  there  are  members  to  make  new.  If  there 
were  no  more  women  but  Fulvia,  then  had  you  in- 
deed a  cut,  and  the  cafe  to  be  lamented  :  this  grief 
is  crown'd  with  confolation :  your^old  fmock  brings 
forth  a  new  petticoat : — and,  indeed,  the  tears  live 
in  an  onion,  that  mould  water  this  forrow. 

Ant.  The  bufmefs  fne  hath  broach'd  in  the  Rate, 
Cannot  endure  my  abfence. 

Enc.  And  the  bufmefs  you  have  broach'd  here,  can- 
not be  without  you  ;  especially  that  of  Cleopatra's, 
which  wholly  depends  on  your  abode. 

Ant.  Nomore  light  anfwers.    Let  our  officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpofe  :  I  fhali  break 
The  caufe  of  our  expedience  to  the  queen, 
And  get  her  love  to  part.    For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches, 
Do  flrongly  fpeak  to  us ;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
Petition  us  at  home  :  Sextus  Pcmpeius 
Hath  given  the  dare  to  Ca^far,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  fea :  our  fiippery  people 
(Whofe  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  defers  er, 
'Till  his  deferts  are  part)  begin  to  throw 
Pompey  the  great,  and  all  his  dignities 
Upon  his  fon  ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power, 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  Hands  up 
For  the  main  foldier :  whofe  quality,  going  on, 
The  /ides  o'  the  world  may  danger :  Much  is  breeding, 
Which,  like  the  courfer's  hair,  hath  yet  but  life, 
And  net  a  ferpent's  poifon.    Say,  our  pleaJuiej 
Tq  Aich  whofe  place  is  under  us,  requires 


Aci  L  ANTONY   AND   CLEOPATRA.  295 

Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

E?io.  I  (hall  do't.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Cleopatra ,    C  bar  mi  an,  Iras,  and  Alex  as. 
Cleo.  Where  is  he  ? 
Char.  I  did  not  fee  him  fmce. 
Cleo.  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  he 
does  : 

I  did  not  fend  you  ; — If  you  find  him  fad, 
Sav,  I  am  dancing  ;  if  in  mirth,  report, 
That  1  am  fadden  lick  :  Quick,  and  return. 

[Exit  Alex, 

Char.  Madam,  methinks,  if  you  did  love  him  dearly, 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  mould  I  do,  I  do  not  ? 

Char,  in  each  thing  give  him  way,  crofs  him  in 
nothing. 

Cleo.  Thou  teacheft  like  a  fool :  the  way  to  lofe  him. 

Char.  Tempt  him  not  fotoo  far :  I  v,  ifh,  forbear; 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony. 
But  here  comes  Antony. 

Cleo.  I  am  fick,  and  fallen. 

Ant.  I  am  forry  to  give  breathings  to  my  pur  pofe.— 
Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian,  I  ihall  falls 

It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  fides  of  nature 

Will  not  faitain  it. 

Ant.  Now,  my  clearer!:  queen,  

Cleo.  Pray  you,  Hand  farther  from  me. 
Ant.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cleo.  I  know,  by  that  fame  eye,  there's  fome  good 
news. 

What  fays  the  marry'd  woman  ? — You  may  go  ; 
'Would,  me  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come  ! 
Let  her  not  fay,  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  power  upon  you  ;  hers  you  are, 
Ant ,  The  gods  belt  kaowa — t 
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Cleo.  O,  never  was  there  queen 
So  mightily  betray'd !  Yet,  at  the  nrft, 
1  law  the  treafons  planted. 

Ant.  Cleopat  a, — 

Cleo,  Why  mould  I  think,  you  can  be  mine,  and  true, 

Though  you  in  (wearing  make  the  throned  gods, 
Who  have  been  falfe  to  Fulvia?  Riotous  madnefs, 
To  be  entangled  with  thofe  mouth-made  vows* 
Which  break  themfelves  in  fwearing  ! 
Ant.  Moit  f\\  eet  queen, — 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  leek  no  colour  for  your  going, 
But  bid  farewell,  and  go  :  w  hen  3  ou  fu?d  fraying, 
Then  was  the  time  for  words  :  No  going  then  ; — 
Eternity  was  in  our  lips,  and  eyes  ; 
Wilis  in  our  brows'  bent  ;  none  our  parts  fo  poor, 
But  was  a  race  of  heaven  :  They  are  io  ftiH, 
Or  thou,  the  greateft  foldier  of  the  world, 
Art  turn'd  the  greateft  liar. 

Ant.  HoM  now,  lady  ! 

Cleo.  i  v.  oald,  1  had  thy  inches ;  thou  fhould'H  know, 
There  were  a  heart  in  iEgypt, 

Ant.  Hear  me,  queen: 
The  ftrcng  neceility  of  time  commands 
Our  Cervicej  a  while  ;  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  u(e  \  ith  yea.    Our  Italy 
Shines  o'er  with  civii  f words  :  Sextus  Pompeius 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome. 
Equality  of  two  dpmeitic  powers 
Breeds  fcrvtpulons  taction  :  The  hated,  grov.  n  to 
ftrength, 

Are  newly  grown  to  love  ;  the  ecndemn'd  Pompcy, 
Rich  in  ins  father  s  honour;  creeps  apace 
Into  thejiearts  offuchas  nave  not  tnriv'd 
Upon  the  preient  ilace,  whole  numbers  threaten  : 
And  quietnefs3  grown  fiek  of  rell,  would  purge 
By  ?wf  defperate  change :  Mj  more  particular, 
<And  tnat  which  mpft  with  you  mould  fafe  my  goings 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Cleo.  Though  age  from  felly  could  not  give  me 
freedom. 
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It  does  from  childifhnefs  : — Can  Fuivia  die  ? 

Ant.  She's  dead,  my  queen : 
Look  here,  and,  at  thy  fovereign  leifure,  read 
The  garboils  iheawak'd  ;  at  the  laft,  bell  ; 
See,  when,  and  where  Hie  died. 

Cleo.  O  moll  falfe  love  ! 
Where  be  the  facred  vials  thbu  fliould'fi  fill 
With  forrowful  water  ?  Now  I  fee,  I  fee, 
In  Fttlvia's  death,  how  mine  receiv'd  mall  be. 

Ant.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepar'd  to  know 
The  purpofes  I  bear:  which  are,  or  ceafe, 
As  you  mall  give  the  advice  :  By  the  fire, 
That  quickens  Njlus'  fiime,  I  go  from  hence, 
Thy  foldier,  fervant ;  making  peace,  or  war, 
As  thou  afFed'ft. 

Cleo.  Cut  my  lace,  Charmian,  come  ;  

But  let  it  be. — I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well ; 
So  Antony  loves. 

Ant,  My  precious  queen,  forbear  ; 
And  give  true  evidence  to  his  love,  w7hich  Hands 
An  honourable  trial. 

Cleo.  So  Fuivia  told  me, 
I  pr'ythee,  turn  afide,  and  weep  for  her  ; 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  fay,  the  tears 
Belong  to  JEgypt.    Good  now,  play  one  fcene 
Of  excellent  diiiembling  ;  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfecl  honour. 

A?it.  You'll  heat  my  blood,  no  more. 

Cleo.  You  can  do  better  yet ;  but  this  is  meetly. 

Ant.  Now,  by  my  fword, — 

Cleo.  And  target. — Still  he  mends  ; 
But  this  is  not  the  beft :  Look,  pr'ythee,  Charmian, 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant.  I'll  leave  you,  lady. 

Cleo.  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 
Sii>you  and  I  mull:  part-— -but  that's  not  it : 
Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd, — but  there's  not  it  ; 
That  you  know  well:-— Some  tiling  it  is  I  would,—- 
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O,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  lam  all-forgotten. 

A?it.  But  that"  your  royalty 
Holds  idleneis  vour  fubject,  I  mould  take  you 
For  ldlenefs  itfelf. 

Cho%  'Tis  fa eating  labour 
To  bear  fuch  idleness  To  near  the  heart 
As  Cleopatra  this.    But,  fir,  forgive  me  ; 
Since  mv  becomings  kill  me.  when  they  do  not 
Eye  v  eil  to  you  ;  Your  honour  calls  you  hence  ; 
Therefore  be  d<\if  to  my  unpitied  folly, 
And  all  the  gods  go  v.  ith  yon  !  tjpon  your  fwcrd 
Sit  kuireH'd  victory  !  and  irnooth  fuccefs 
Be  ftrew'd  before  your  fee  t  ! 

Ant.  Let  us  go.    Come  ; 
Our  feparatior-  \o  abides,  and  flies, 
That  thou,  refiding  here,  go'ft  yet  wMi  me, 
And  I,  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  w  ith  thee. 
Away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
C&jar* 's  Palace  in  Rjme. 
Enter  Ociacviusj  C<zfar,  Lcpidus,  and  Attendants. 
Ceef.  You  may  fee  Lepidus,and  henceforth  know, 
It  is  not  Oaefars  natural  vice  to  hate 
One  great  competitor  :  From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  nev  s  ;  He  fifties,  drinks,  and  v/aftes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel  :  is  not.  more  man  like 
Than  Cleopatra  ;  nor  the  queen  of  Ptolemy 
More  womanlv  than  he :  hardlv  gave  audience,  or 
VouchfaPd  to  think  he  had  partners :  You  mall  find 
there 

A  man,  who  is  the  abHracl  of  all  faults 
That  all  men  follow. 

Lep.  I  muft  not  think,  there  arc 
Evils  enough  to  darken  all  his  goodnefs  : 
His  faults,  in  him,  feem  as  the  ipots  of  heaven, 
More  fiery  by  night's  blacknefs  ;  hereditary, 
Rather  than  purchas'd  ;  w  hat  he  cannot  change, 
Than  what  he  choofes. 
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C&f.  You  are  too  indulgent:  Let  us  grant,  it  is  not 
Amiis  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth ;  to  fit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  flave  ; 
To  reel  the  flreets  at  noon,  and  ftand  the  buffet 
Wi  th  knaves  that  fmell  of  fvi  eat :  fay ,  this  becomes  him, 
(As  his  cornpofure  mart  be  rare  indeed, 
Whom  thefe  tilings  c anntft  biemim)  yetmuit  Antony 
No  way  excufe  his  foils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  lightnefs:  If  he  fili'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  voiuptuoufnefs, 
Full  forfeits,  and  the  drynefs  of  his  bones, 
Call  on  him  for't;  but,  to  confound  fuch  time, — 
That  drums  him  from  his  fport,  and  fpeaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  ftate,  and  ours — 'tis  to  be  chid 
As  we  rate  boys ;  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  p  relent  pleafare, 
And  fo  rebel  to  judgment. 

Enter  a  Meflenger* 

Lep.  Here's  mere  news. 

Mef.  Thy  biddings  have  been  done  ;  and  Jevery 
hour, 

Moll  noble  Cedar,  (halt  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroad.    Pompey  is  ftrong  at  fea  ; 
Ana  it  appears,  he  is  beiov'd  of  thofe 
That  oniy  have  fear'd  Csfar.:  to  the  ports 
The  difcontents  repair,  and  men's  reports 
•Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

C^ef.  1  mould  ha  -  e  known  no  lefs  : — 
It  hath  been  taught  us  frGm  the  primal  Mate, 
That  he,  which  is,  was  wkh'd,  until  he  were; 
And  the  ebb'd  man  ne'er  lov'd,  till  ne'er  worth  love, 
Comes  dear'd,  by  being  lack'd.  This  common  bodw 
Like  to  a  vagabond  nag  upon  the  fti  tarn, 

Goes  to,  and  back,  lackying  the  varying  tid?, 

To  rot  itfeif  with  motion. 

Mef.  Csfar,  1  bring  thee  word, 

Menecrates  and  Menas,  famous  pirates, 
i  Make  the  feaferve  them ;  which  they  ear  and  wound 
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With  keels  of  every  kind  :  Many  hot  inroads 
They  make  in  Italy  ;  The  borders  maritime 
Lack  blood  to  think  on't,  and  flufn  youth  revolt : 
No  veiTelcan  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  foon 
Taken  as  feen  ;  for  Pompey's  name  ftriks  more, 
Than  could  his  War  reiifted. 

C<ef.  Antony, 
Leave  thy  lafcivious  wafTels.    When  thou  once 
Waft  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  flew 'it 
Hirtius  and  Panfa,  confuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow  ;  whomthon  fpught'lt.  againft, 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  lavages  could  furfer  ;  Thou  didft  drink 
The  Hale  of  horfes,  and  the  gilded  puddle 
Which  beafts  would  cough  at:  thy  palate  then  did 
deign 

The  rougheft  berry  on  therudeft  hedge  ; 
Yea,  like  the  flag,  when  fnow  the  pallure  meets, 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browfedft :  On  the  Alps. 
It  is  reported,  thou  didft  eatftrange  flefh, 
Which  fome  did  die  to  look  on  :  And  all  this 
(It  wounds  thine  honour,  that  I  fpeakit  now) 
Was  borne  fo  like  a  foldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lep.  It  is  pity  of  him. 

Caf.  Let  his  ihames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Rome  :  Time  is  it,  that  we  twain 
Did  fhew  ourfelves  i'  the  field  ;  and,  to  that  end. 
AiTemble  me  immediate  council:  Pompey 
Thrives  in  cur  idlenefs. 

Lep.  To-morrow  Csfar, 

I  (hail  be  fnrnifh'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  fca  and  land  I  can  be  able. 
To  'front  this  prefent  time. 

Caf  'Till  wliich  encounter, 

I I  is  my  b  ofiii  efs  to  o .    fa  rev?  ell. 

Farewell,  my  lord:  What  you  fhall  know 
men  time 
Of  flirs  abroad  l  (hall  beleech  you,  fcf, 
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To  let  me  be  partaker. 

C&f.  Doubt  it  not,  fir  ;  I  know  it  for  my  bond. 

[  Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

The  Palace  in  Alexandria. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Char?nian,  Iras,  and  Mardzan. 
Cleo.  Ciiarmian, — 
Char.  Madam, 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha, — Give  me  to  drink  mandragora. 
Char.  Why  madam  ? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  flecp  out  this  great  gap  of  time. 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him  too  much. 

Cleo.  O,  'tis  treafon  ! 

Char.  Madam,  I  trull,  not  fo. 

Cleo.  Thou,  eunuch  !  Mardian ! 

Mar.  What's  your  highnefs'  pleafure  ? 

Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  fmg  ;  I  take  no  pleafure 
In  aught  an  eunuch  has :  'Tis  well  for  thee, 
That,  being  unfeminar'd,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  JEgypt.    Halt  thou  affections ; 

Mar.  Yes,  gracious  madam. 

Cleo.  Indeed  ? 

Mar.  Not  in  deed,  madam;  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  what  in  deed  is  honeft  to  be  done  : 
Yet  have  I  fierce  affections,  and  think, 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  O  Charmian ! 
Where  think'fl  thou  he  is  now?  Stands  he,  or  fits  he? 
Or  does  he  walk  ?  or  is  lie  on  his  horfe  ? 
O  happy  horfe,  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony  ! 
Do   bravely 5  horfe  !  for  woc'ii:  thou  m  horn  thou 
mov'H  ? 

The  demy  Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  man. — He's  fpeaking  now, 
Or  murmuring,  4  Where's  my  ferpent  of  old  Nile'? 
For  fo  he  calls  me  ; — Now  i  feed  myfelf 
With  moil:  delicious  poifon  :  Think  on  me, 
That  am  with  Phoebus'  amorous  pinches  black, 
Vol  .VI.  B  b 
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And  wrinkled  deep  in  time  ?  Broad-fronted  Csefar, 
When  thou  wail  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  morfel  for  a  monarch  :  and  great  Pompey 
Would  ftand,  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow  ; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  afpec~t,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  Alex  as, 

Alex.  Sovereign  of  j^Egypt,  hail ! 

Cleo.  How  much  unlike  art  thou  Mark  Antony  I 
Yet  coming  from  him,  that  great  medicine  hath 
With  his  tincl  gilded  thee.— 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Antony  ? 

Alex.  Laft  thing  he  did,  dear  queen, 
He  kifs'd,  the  laft  of  many  doubled  kiffes, 
This  orient  pearl !-— His  fpeech  flicks  in  my  heart. 

Cleo.  Mine  ear  muft  pluck  it  thence. 

Alex.  Good  friend,  quoth  he, 
Say,  "  The  firm  Roman  to  great  ^Egypt  fends 
**  This  treafure  of  an  oyfter :  at  whole  foot, 
*s  To  mend  the  petty  prefent,  I  will  piece 
4  f  Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms  :  All  the  eaft, 
"  Say  thou,  fhall  call  her  miftrefs."   So  he  nodded, 
And  foberly  did  mount  an  arm-gaunt  fieed, 
Who  neigh'd  fo  high,  that  what  1  would  have  fpoke 
Was  beaftly  dumb'd  by  him. 

Cleo.  What,  was  he  fad,  or  merry  ? 

Alex.  Like  to  the  time  o'  the  year  between  the 
extremes 

Of  hot  and  cold  ;  he  was  nor  fad,  nor  merry. 

Cleo.  O  well-divided  difpoiition! — Note  him, 
Note  him,  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  man ;  but  note  him : 
He  was  not  fad  ;  for  he  would  fliine  on  thofe 
That  make  their  looks  by  his :  he  was  not  merry ; 
Which  feem'd  to  tell  them,  Lis  remembrancel  ay 
In  JEgypt  with  his  joy  :  but  between  both  : 
O  heavenly  mingle  !  lie'it  thou  fad,  or  merry, 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes ; 
So  does  it  no  man  elfe. — Met'ft  thou  my  pofts  ? 

AUx.  Ay,  madam,  tWcnty  feveral  mefiengcrs : 
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Why  do  you  fend  To  thick  ? 

Cleo.  Who's  bom  that  day 
When  I  forget  to  fend  to  Antony, 
Shall  die  a  beggar. — Ink  and  paper,  Charmian. — 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexas. — Did  I,  Charmian, 
Ever  love  Ccsfar  fo? 

Char.  C  that  brave  Cx-far  ! 

Cleo.  Be  choak'd  with  fuch  another  emphalis-! 
Say,  the  brave  Antony. 

Char.  The  valiant  Csfar ! 

Clec.  Ey  Ins,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth, 
If  thou  with  Csefar  paragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 

Char,  By  your  rnofl  gracious  pardon, 
1  ling  but  after  you. 

Cleo.  My  felted  days ! 
When  I  was  green  in  judgment :  Cold  in  blood, 
To  fay,  as  I  faid  then  ! — But,  come,  away  ; 
Get  me  ink  and  paper :  he  fhall  have  every  day 
A  federal  greeting,  or  I'll  unpeople  ./Egypt. 

\Exeunt* 
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MeJS&a.    Pcmpey^s  Hoitfe. 

Enter  Pcmpey,  Memcrates,  and  Menas. 

Pcrnp.  T  F  the  great  gods  be  juft,  they  mail  affifc 
j[    The  deeds  of  jufleu  men. 

Men.  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 
That  what  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pomp.  Whiles  we  are  fuitors  to  their  throne,  decays 
The  thing  we  fue  for. 

Men.  We,  ignorant  of  ourfelves, 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wife  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good :  fo  fmd  we  profit, 
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By  lofing  of  our  prayers. 

Pomp.  I  lhall  do  well : 
Tlie  people  love  me,  and  the  fea  is  mine ; 
My  power's  a  crefcent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says,  it  will  come  to  the  full.    Mark  Antony 
In  /Egypt  fits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors  :  Caefar  gets  money,  where 
He  lofes  hearts ;  Lepidus  flatters  both, 
Of  both  is  flatter'd  ;  but  he  neither  loves, 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Men.  Caefar  and  Lepidus  are  in"  the  field  ; 
A  mighfcy  ftrength  they  carry. 

Pomp.  Where  have  you  this?  'tis  falfe. 

Men.  From  Silvius,  fir. 

Pomp.  He  dreams ;  I  know,  they  are  in  Rome  to- 
gether. 

Looking  for  Antony  :  But  all  the  charms  of  love, 
Salt  Cleopatra,  foften  thy  wan  lip! 
Let  witchraft  join  with  beauty,  iuft  with  both  1 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feafts, 
Keep  bis  brain  fuming  ;  Epicurean  cooks, 
Sharpen  with  cloy le fs  fauce  his  appetite  ; 
That  fleep  and  feeding  may  prorouge  his  honour, 
Even  'tiil  a  Lethe'd  dulnefs — How  now,  Varrius  ? 
E tiler  Varrius. 

Va>\  This  is  molt  certain  that  I  (hall  deliver  : 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expe&ed  ;  fince  he  went  from  JEgypt,  'tis 
A  fpace  fof  farther  travel. 

Pomp.  I  could  have  given  lefs  matter 
A  better  ear. — Menas,  I  did  not  think, 
This  amorous  furfeiter  would  have  don'd  his  helm 
For  fuch  a  petty  war  :  his  foldierfiiip 
Is  twice  the  other  twain  :  But  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  (tirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  ./Egypt's  widow  pluck 
The  ne'er  hut- wearied  Antony. 

Men.  I  cannot  hope, 
Cxdxv  and  Antony  ihall  well  greet  together  : 
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His  wife,  that's  dead,  did  trefpafTes  to  Casfar  : 
His  brother  warr'd  upon  him ;  although,  I  think, 
Not  mov'd  by  Antony. 

Pomp.  I  know  not,  Menas, 
How  lefTer  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were 't  not  that  we  Hand  up  againft  them  all, 
'Twere  pregnant  they  mould  fquare  between  them- 
ielvcs  ; 

For  they  have  entertained  caufe  enough 

To  draw  their  fwords :  but  how  the  fear  of  us 

May  cement  their  diviiions,  and  bind  up 

The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 

Be  it  as  our  gods  will  have  it !  It  only  ftands 

Our  lives  upon,  to  ufe  our  itrongeit.  hands. 

Come,  Menas.  \Exeunt* 

SCENE  II. 
Rome. 

Enter  E nob  or  bus,  and  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Good  Enobarbas,  'tis  a  worthy  deed, 
And  (hall  become  you  well,  to  entreat  your  captain 
To  foft  and  gentle  fpeech. 

Eno.  I  ihaii  entreat  him 
To  anfv*.  er  like  himfelf :  if  Cf:far  move  him, 
Let  Antony  look  over  Cr:far's  head, 
And  ipeak  as  iou.1  as  Mars.    By  Jupiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  beard, 
I  would  not  fhave't  to-day. 

Lep.  'Tis  not  a  time  for  private  ftornaching. 

Eno.  Every  time 
Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  born  in  It. 

Lep.  But  {mall  to  greater  matters  mart  give  way, 

Eno.  Not  if  the  fmall  come  firfL 

Lep.  Your  fpeech  is  pailion  : 
But    pray  you,  itir  no  embers  up.    Here  comes 
The  noble  Antony. 

t  iter  dniony,  and  Ventidius. 

Eno.  And  yonder  Gsefar. 

Bb2 
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E?i1er  Csefar>  Mec<e.nas,  and  Agrippa. 

Ant.  If  we  compofe  well  here,  to  Parthia: 
Hark  you,  Ventidius. 

Csf.  I  do  not  know, 
Meccrnas;  a(k  .Agrippa. 

Lep.  Noble  friends, 
That  which  combin'd  us  was  moll  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.    What's  i-.ir.iis, 
May  it  be  gently  heard  :  When  vt$  debate* 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murder  in  healing  wounds  :   Then,  noble  partners, 
(The  rather,  for  I  earneftly  befeech), 
Touch  you  the  foureft  points  with  iwecteil  terms, 
Nor  curftnefs  grow  to  the  matter. 

Ant.  'Tis  fpoken  well : 
Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fight, 
I  mould  do  thus. 

Caf.  Welcome  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Thank  vcu. 

Caff.  Sit. 

Ant.  Sit,  fif ! 

C<ef.  Nay,  then— 

Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill,  v.  hich  are  not  fo; 
Cr,  bejng,  concern  j  ou  not. 

Cay.  I  mm!  be  laugh  \i  at, 
If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  tittle*  I 
Should  fay  myfen  offeaded  ;  and  v.  ith  you 
Chiefly  V  the  world  ;  moie  Utegh'd  at,  that  I  fhould 
Once  name  you  derogate!} ,  when  to  foiHi d  3  our  name 
it  not  c  ncern'd  me. 

Ant.  Nfy  being  in  JEgy pt,  Ca?iar, 
What  was  ;t  to  jrou  ? 

C*f.  No  more  than  my  refiding  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  JEg]  pt :  Yet,  if  you  I  ere 
Did  pra&ife  on  to)  fate,  J  our  being  in  /Egypt 
Knight  be  my  quei-.Ln. 

J*t.  How  intend  you  pradis'd  r 

C*  f.  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at  mine  intent, 
B  v-  what  did  here  befal  mc.  Your  *ife,  and  brother 
Made  Yars  upon  me;  and  theii  comcication 
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Was  theme  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 
Ant.  You  do  miftake  your  bufinefs;  my  brother 

never 

Did  urge  me  in  his  acl:  :  I  did  enquire  it ; 
And  have  my  learning  from  fome  true  reports, 
That  drew  their  fwords  with  you.   Did  he  not  rather 
Difcredit  my  authority  with  yours  ; 
And  make  the  wars  alike  againft  my  ftomach, 
Having  alike  your  caufe?  Of  this  my  letters 
Before  didfuisfy  you.    If  you'll  patch  a  quarrel, 
As'  matter  whole  you  have  not  to  make  it  v»  ith, 
It  mull  not  be  with  this. 

Ctzf.  You  praife  yourfelf, 
By  laying  defects  of  judgment  to  me;  but 
You  patched  up  your  excufes. 

Am.  Not  fo,  not  fo  : 
I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on?t, 
Very  peceOity  of  this  thought,  that  I, 
Your  partner  in  the  caufe  'gainft  which  he  fought. 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  thofe  wars 
Which  fronted  mine  own  pe^ce.    As  for  my  wife, 
I  would  you  had  her  fpirit  in  fuch  another  : 
The  third  o'  the  v.  orli  is  yours  ;  which  with  a  fnaffie 
You  may  pace  eafy,  but  not  fuch  a  wife. 

E-:o.  'Would,  we  h  :d  all  fuch  wives,  that  the  men 
Might  go  to  urars  with  the  womjn  ! 

Ant.  So  much  cncurbahle.  her  garhcils,  C^far, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience,  (which  not  wanted 
Shrewdnefs  of  policy  too)  I  grieving  grant, 
Did  you  too  muck  diiquiet :  for  that,  you  muft 
Bat  lay,  I  could  not  help  it. 

GajL  I  wrote  to  you, 
When  rioting  in  Alexandria  ;  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taunts* 
Did  gibe  my  rriif&ye  out  of  audience. 

Ant.  Sir  he  fell  on  me,  ere  admitted  ;  then 
Three  kings  I  had  newly  feailed,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'  the  morning  :  but,  next  da}', 
I  toldhixnof  myfelfj  which  was  as  much 
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As  to  have  aik'd  him  pardon  :  Let  this  fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  flrife;  if  we  contend, 

Out  of  our  question  wipe  him. 

C<ef.  You  ha\  c  broken 
The  article  of  ycur  oath ;  which  you  ihali  never 
Hive  tongue  to  charge  me  m  ith. 

Lcp.  Soft  Ce?far. 

Ant.  No,  Lepidus,  let  him  fpeak  : 
The  honour  is  racred  which  he  talks  on  now, 
Suppcung  that  Ilack'd  it : — But  on,  C&f&r  ; — 
The  article  of  my  oath, — 

Cc-f.  To  lend  me  arms,  and  aid,  when  I  required 
them  ; 

The  which  von  both  deny'd. 

Ant.  Neglected ,  rather; 
And  then,  when  poiibn'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  knowledge.    As  nearly  as  I  may, 
I'll  pray  the  penitent  to  you:  but  mioe  honefty 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatnefs,  nor  my  potter 
Work  without  it :  Truth  is,  that  Fuivia, 
To  have  mc  oat  ofMg*  pt,  made  wars  here  : 
For  which  myfeif,  the  lg  orant  motive,  do 
So  f  .raik  pardon,  a»  bents  mine  honouc 
To  ftoop  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

Le'r>.  '  f  is  npbjy  ipoken. 

Mcc.  If  it  might  pleafe  yon,  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefs  between  you  :  and  to  forg  t  Cheta qnite, 
Were  to  remember  that  the  preient  need 
Speaks  to  atone  jqu. 

Lep.  Worthily  fpoken,  Mec:  nas, 

Luc.  Or,  if  yen  borrow  one  another9!  love  for 
theinitint,  you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more  words 
bfPompey,  return  it  again:  you  fhafl  have  time  to 
wrangk  in j  Mien  y  u  have iothuig  die 

Ant.  i  boa  art  a-foldiei  only  :  i^eak  no  mera 

Euo   i  .;~t  truth  mould  b<  Gfc  ut,  I  b  a  aim<  ft  forgot. 

Ant.  You  wrong  t  ub  prefeuce,  t.  er  fart  fpfcpk  no 
more. 

Eno,  Go  to  then;  yom  confidante  ftone. 
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Ctef.  I  do  not  much  diuike  the  matter,  bat 
The  manner  of  his  fpeech  :  for  it  cannot  be, 
We  mail  remain  in  friendmip,  our  conditions 
So  difFering  in  their  acls.    Yet,  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  mould  hold  us  ftaunch,  from  edge  to 
edge 

G'  the  world  I  would  purfue  it. 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Crefar, — 

C<zf.  Speak,  Agrippa, 

Agr.  Thou  haft  a  filter  by  the  mother's  fide, 
Aumir  d  Oclavia  :  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

Ca>f.  Say  not  fo,  Agrippa  ; 
If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  reproof 
Were  well  deferv'd  of  rafhnefs. 

Am.  I  am  not  married,  C^far:  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  further  fpeak. 

Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity, 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unflipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Octavia  to  his  wife  :  whefe  beauty  claims 
No  worfe  a  hufoand  than  the  heft  of  men  ; 
Whofe  virtue,  and  whole  general  graces,  fpeak 
That  which  none  elfe  can  utter.    By  this  marriage, 
All  little  jealounes,  which  now  feem  great, 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers 
Would  then  be  nothing  ;  truths  would  be  tales, 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  love  to  both 
Would,  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both, 
Draw  after  her.    Pardon  what  I  have  fpoke  ; 
For  'tis  a  ftudied,  not  a  prefent  thought, 
By  dutv  ruminated. 

Anu  Will  Cssfar  fpeak? 

Cccf.  Not  'till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touch'd 
With  what  is  fpoke  already, 

Ant*  What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 
If  I  would  fay,  Agrippa,  ke  it  Jo, 
To  make  this  good  ? 

C*fi  The  power  of  C^far.  and 
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His  poorer  crto  Octavia. 

May  I  never 
To  this  good  purpose,  that  ib  fair!  -  mews. 
Dream  of  impedimen:  ! — Let  me  have  thv  hand  : 
Further  this  act  of  grace;  and,  from  this  hour, 
Tm  hear:  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves, 
And  fwayour  great  defigns  ! 

C*f.  There  is  my  hand, 
A  filer  i  bequeath  yen,  v.  horn  n0  brother 
Did  ever  leve  ib  dearly  :  Let  her  live 
To  join  oar  kingdoms,  and  cur  hearts  ;  and  never 
Fly  off  cur  lovef  again  ! 

Lf+.  Happily,  amen  ! 

An.  I  did  net  think  to  draw  my  fword  'gu&ft 
Pdmpey ; 

For  he  hath  laid  iirangecoerteiies,  and  great, 
Of  late  upon  rxe:  I  ma.:  thank  him  only, 
Left  my  remembrance  furrer  ill  report ; 
At  heel  or  that,  defy  him. 

Lrt.  Time  .alls  noon  us  j 
Of  us  muil  Pc-mpey  presently  be  fought, 
Or  elfe  he  leeks  out  as. 

Ar.t.  Where  lies  he  ? 

C*f.  About  the  m  runt  Mifencm. 

Art.  What  is  his  firen^th  bv  land  ? 

Cay.  Great,  and  h.creadng:  but  by  fea 
He  is  an  able  lute  matter. 

A S  is  the  fame. 
'Would,  we  had  fpoke  together !  Hafte  we  for  it: 
Yet,  ere  we  pat  oaneh.  es  in  arms,  difpatch  W« 
The  bunneis  we  have  talk'd  of 

C*f  Wit  a  moil  gladnefs  ; 
And  oo  inv::e  you  to  my  lifter's  viev\ 
Whither  (traight  I  will  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidiu, 
Not  lack  your  company. 

Lep.  Noble  Antony. 
^  ot  uekaefs  mould  detain  me. 

[  Fhurijh.  Ex  rant  Cdtfiar,  Anton? t  md  Lebi  fin 
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Mec.  Welcome  from  iEgypt,  fir. 
Eho.  Half  the  heart  of  C^far,  worthy  MecTnas ! — 
my  honourable  friend,  Agrippa  ! 
£§r.  Good  Enobarbus  ! 

Mec.  We  have  caufe  to  be  glad,  that  matters  are 
fo  well  digefled.    You  ftay'd  well  by  it  in  ^Egypt. 

En*.  Ay,  fir;  we  did  lleep  day  out  of  countenance, 
and  made  the  nieht  iig-Iit  With  drinking. 

Mec.  Eight  wild  bonrs  roafied  whole  at  a  break- 
fad,  and  but  twelve  venous  there  ;  Is  this  true  ? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle  :  we  had 
much  more  monftrous  matter  of  feafl,  which  wor- 
thily deferved  noting. 

Met.  She's  a  rnofl  triumphant  lady,  if  report  be 
fquare  to  her. 

Eno.  When  (lie  fii-H  met  Mark  Antony,  me  purs'd 
up  his  heart  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 

Agr.  There  fee  appeared  indeed  ;  or  my  re  Dorter 
Devi^'d  well  for  her/ 

Eno.  I  will  tell  you  : 
The  barge  Hie  fat  in,  like  aborniftiM  throne, 
Burnt  on  the  water  :  the  poop  was  beaten  gold  ; 
Purple  the  far  5,  and  fo  perfum'd,  that 
The  v  bids  were  love-fick  with  them:  the  oars  were 
filler; 

Which  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  ftroke,  and  mads 
The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  falter, 
As  amorous  of  their  frrokes.    For  her  own  perfon, 
It  beggar'd  all  deicription  :  me  did  lie 
In  her  pavilion,  (cloth  of  gold,  oftiiiue) 
O'er-  picturing  that  Venus,  where  we  lee 
The  fancy  out- work  nature  :  on  each  hhie  her, 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  fouling  Cupids, 
With  diverfe-coicur  d  fans,  whofe  w  ind  did  feem 
To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  coo!, 
And  what  they  undid,  did. 

~4gr.  O,  rare  for  Antony! 

Eno.  Pier  gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 
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So  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i'  the  eyes, 
And  made  their  bends  adornings  :  at  the  helm 
A  feeming  mermaid  ileers  :  the  filken  tackles 
Swell  *  ith  the  touches  of  thofe  rlower-foft  hands, 
That  yarely  frame  the  omce.    From  the  barge 
A  ftrange  invifibie  perfume  hits  the  fenfe 
Of  the  adjacent  wharfs.    The  city  call 
Her  people  out  upon  her  :  and  Antony, 
Enthorn'd  i'  the  market  place,  did  fit  alone, 
WiriftliBg  to  the  air ;  which,  bat  for  vacancy, 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too^ 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 
Agr.  Rare  .'Egyptian ! 

Eno.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  fent  to  her, 
Invited  her  to  fapper  :  ihe  reply'd, 
It  mould  be  better,  ne  became  her  gueft  ; 
Which  :he  entreated  :  Our  courteous  Antony, 
Whom  ne'er  the  word  of  no  woman  heard  fpeak, 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  gees  to  tr.e  feaft  ; 
And,  for  his  ordinary,  pays  his  heart, 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  only. 

Agr.  Royal  wench  ! 
She  made  great  CacTar  lay  his  fword  to  bed  ; 
He  plough'd  her,  and  me  cropt. 

Eno.  I  faw  her  once 
Hop  forty  paces  through  the  public  ftreet  : 
And  having  left  her  breath,  Ihe  fpoke,  and  panted. 
That  (he  did  make  defect,  perfection, 
And,breathlefs,  power  breathe  forth. 

Mcc.  Now  Antony  mult  leave  her  utterly. 

E?:c.  Never  *,  he  frill  not : 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  cuitoni  ilale 
Her  infinite  varietv  :  Other  somen  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed;  but  the  makes  hungry, 
Where  mo:t  me  fatisfies.    For  I  ileit  things 
Become  themfelves  in  her;  that  the  holy  priefts 
Elefs  her,  when  ihe  i;  ri^giih. 

itcc.  If  beauty,  wl:'i,;m,  mrasfiy.  c  ;n  fettle 
The  heart  of  \ntony.  O&aviais 
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A  blefTed  lottery  to  him. 

Agr.  Let  us  go. — 
Good  Enobarbus,  make  yourfelf  my  gueit, 
Whilft  you  abide  here. 

Eno.  Humbly,  fir,  I  thank  you.  f Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  C 'a 'far ',  Antony ,  03 ami  a  between  ibem  ;  Atten- 
dants, and  a  Soothfayer. 

Ant.  The  world  and  my  great  office.,  will  foraetimes 
Divide  me  from  your  bofom. 

08a.  All  which  time, 
Before  the  gods  my  knee  fhall  bow  in  prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Good  night,  fir,— -My  Oclavia, 
Read  not  my  blemifhes  in  the  world's  report ; 
I  have  not  kept  my  fquare  ;  but  that  to  come 
Shall  all  be  done  by  the  rule.  Good  night,  dear  lady. 

Ocia.  Good  night,  fir, 

Caf.  Good  night.      [Exeunt  Caffar,  and  Oivauia. 

Ant.  Now,  firrah  !  you  do  wifh  yourfelf  in  ^Egypt? 

Sooth.  'Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,  nor  you 
Thither ! 

Ant.  If  you  can,  yourreafon? 

Sooth.  I  fee  it  in 
My  motion,  have  it  not  in  my  tongue:  Eut  yet 
Hie  you  again  to  J£gypt. 

Ant.  Say  to  me, 
V/hofe  fortunes  fnall  rife  higher,  Crsfar's  or  mine  ? 

Sooth.  Casfar's. 
Therefore,  G  x^ntony,  ftay  not  by  his  fide  : 
The  daemon,  that's  thy  fpirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
Noble,  courageous,  high,  unmatchable, 
Where  Ccefar's  is  not  ;  but,  near  him,  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  fear,  as  being  o'erpowercd  ;  therefore 
Make  fpace  enough  between  you. 
Ant.  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.  '  To  none  but  thee ;  no  more,  but  when  to  thee. 
If  thou  doll  play  with  him  at  any  game, 
Thou  art  fure  to  lofe ;  and,  of  that  natural  luck 
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He  beats  thee  'gainft  the  odds ;  thy  luftre  thickens, 
When  he  mines  by  :  I  fay  again,  thy  fpirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him  ; 
But,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

Ant.  Get  thee  gone  : 
Sav  to  Ventidius,  I  would  (peak  with  him: 

[frit  Ss^er. 
He  (halt  to  Parthia. — Be  it  art,  or  hap, 
He  hath  fpoken  true  :  The  very  dice  obey  himT 
And,  in  our  fports,  my  better  cuitning  faints 
Under  his  chance  :  if  we  draw  Ices,  he  fpeeds : 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  It  ill  of  mine, 
When  it  is  all  to  nought ;  and  his  quails  ever 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,  at  odds.    I  will  to  ./Egypt : 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  fj-r  my  peace, 

Enter  Ventidius. 
V  the  eail  my  pleafure  lies. — O,  come,  Ventidius, 
You  mull  to  Parthia  ;  your  commi£:on's  ready  : 
Follow  me,  and  receive  it.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 

The  fame  ;  a  StrecJ. 
Enter  Lepidu:,  Mi etnas,  and  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Trouble  yourfelves  no  farther  :  pray  5  ouhaflen 
Your  generals  after. 

Agr.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 
Will  e'en  but  kifs  Oclavia,  and  we'll  follow. 

Lep.  'Till  I  mall  fee  you  in  your  foldier*'  dreis, 
Which  will  become  you  both,  farewell. 

Mec.  We  lhall, 
As  I  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  mount 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  ftay  is  lhorter, 
My  purpofes  do  draw  me  much  about ; 
You'll  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Both.  Sir,  good  iuccefs ! 

Lep.  Farewell.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE  V. 
The  Palace  hi  Alexandria. 
Enter  Clecpatra,  Cbarmian,  Iras,  and  A/exas. 
Clco.  Give  me  foine  mufic;  mufic,  moody  food 
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Of  us  that  trade  in  love.  ' 
Omtes.  The  mafic,  ho! 

Ether  Mardittn, 
C-cd.  Let  it  alone  ;  let  us  tu  billiards  :  come,  Char- 
in  ian. 

Cher.  My  arm  is  fore,  bett  play  with  Mardkn. 

Clco.  As  well  a  woman  ^  ith  an  ecnuch  play'd, 
As  with  a  w  'man : — Some/you'll  play  with  me,  fir? 

Mar.  As' well  as  I  can,  madam. 

C/w.  And  when  good  will  is  fhe w'd,  though  it 
come  too  short, 

T  he  adlor  may  plead  pardon.     I'll  none  now  :  

Give  me  mine  angle. — We'll  to  the  river:  there, 
My  nunc  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
fTawny-finn'd  fiihes  :   my  bended  hook  ihall  pierce 
Their  fiimy  jaws  :  ana,  as  I  drav,  them  up, 
1  11  think  them  every  one  an  Antony,  x 
fend  far,  Ail,  ha!  you're  caught. 

Char.  :Twas  merry,  when 
You  -wager' J  on  your  angling;  when  your  diver 
'Did  hang  a  fait  iffi  en  his  hock,  which  lie 
with  fervency  drew  up. 

CUo.  That  time  O  times !  

I  lauglrd  h'm  out  of  patience  ;  and  that  night 
I  hug  Yd  him  into  patience  :  and  next  morn, 
Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drank  him  to  his  bed; 
J  Then  pat  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  whilil 
I  wore  hie  fwerd  Philippan.     O  !  from  Italy  ; 

Enisr  a  MeJJesger  . 
Ram  race  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears, 
jThat  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Mef.  Madam,  madam,  

Cleo.  Antony's  dead  ?  

if  thou  lay  fo,  villain,  thou  killlff  thy  mirtref, : 
But  well  and  free, 

If  fc  thou  }  ield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  blue::  veins  to  kifs ;  a  hand,  that  kings 
Iia\  e  lipp'd.  and  trembled  killing. 

Me/.  Firft,  madam,  he  is  well. 

Cleo.  Why,  there's  more  gold.    But,  £rrah,mark 
we  ufe 
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To  fhy,  the  dead  are  well ;  bring  it  to  that, 
The  gold  I  give  thee,  will  I  melt,  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill -uttering  throat. 

Me/.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo.  Well,  go  to,  I  will ; 
But  there's  no  goodnefs  in  thy  face  :  if  Antony 
Be  free,  and  healthful, — fo  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  fuch  good  tilings  ?  If  not  well, 
Thou  (hould'fl  come  like  a  fui  y  crown'd  with  makes 
Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mef  Wiil't  pleafe  you  hear  me  ? 

Cleo.  I  have  a  mind  to  ftrike  thee,  ere  thou  fpeak'lt. : 
Yet,  if  thou  fay,  Antony  lives,  is  well. 
Or  mends  with  Caefar,  or  not  captive  to  him, 
I'll  fet  thee  in  a  (hower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Mef  Madam,  he's  well. 

Cleo.  Weiifaid. 

Mef,  And  friends  with  Caefar. 

Cleo.  Thou  art  an  honed  man. 

Mef  Crefar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

Cleo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

Mef  But  yet,  madam — 

Ck).  I  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence;  fye  upon  but  yet : 
But  yet  is  as  a  jailor  to  bring  forth 
Seme  moauroas  malefaclor.    Pr'ythee,  friend, 
Four  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 
The  good  and  bad  together;  He's  friends  with  Crefar; 
In  ftate  of  health,  thou  fay' ft :  and  thou  fay'ft,  free. 

Mef.  Fres,  madam!  no;  I  made  no  fuch  report: 
He's  bound  unto  Oftavia. 

(''jo.  For  what  good  turn? 

Mef  Poi  t^e  bell  turn  i'  the  bed. 

CI  en.  I  am  p.de,  Charmian. 
Mef  Madam,  he's  married  to  Oftavia. 

Cleo.  The  moft  infe&ious  petlilence  upon  thee  ! 

[Strike*  him  down. 

Mef  Good  madam,  patience. 

CI::.}.  Wh't  fay  you? — Hepce.   [Strikes  r'nnagaid. 
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Horrible  villain!  or  PI!  fpurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me;  I'll  unhair  thy  head ; 

[  She  bales  him  up  and  down. 
Thou  {halt  be  whipt  with  wire,  and  llew'd  in  brine* 
Smarting  in  ling'ring  pickle. 

Me/.  Gracious  madam, 
I,  that  do  bring  the  news,  made  not  the  match. 

Cleo.  Say,  'tis  nr;t  lb,  a  province  I  will  give  thee, 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud  :  the  blow  thou  hadft, 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage  ; 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  befide 
Thy  moiefty  can  beg. 

Mcf.  He's  married,  madam. 

Cleo.  Rogue,  thou  halt  liv'd  too  long. 

[Drazvs  a  dagger. 

Me/.  Nay,  then  I'll  run  :  

What  mean  you,  madam  ?  I  have  made  no  fault, 

[Exit. 

Cloy.  Good  madam,  keep  yourfelf  within  yourfelf, 
The  man  is  innocent. 

Cleo.  Seme  innocents  'fcape  not  the  thunderbolt.- — - 
Melt  i£gypt  into  Nile  !  and  kindly  creatures 
Turn  all  to  ferpents !  Call  the  flave  again  ; 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him: — Call. 

Char.  Ke  is  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  I  M  ill  not  hurt  him : — 
Thefe  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  ftrike 
A  meaner  than  myfelf ;  fmce  I  myfelf 
Have  gi  ven  myfelf  the  caufe.— Come  hither,  fir.. 

Re-enter  MeJ/e??ger. 
Though  it  be  honeft,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news  :  Give  to  a  gracious  melTage 
An  hoft  ©f  tongues ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themfelves,  when  they  be  felt. 

Mef.  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo.  Is  he  married  ? 
I. cannot  hate  thee  v>  orfer  than  I  ccj 
If  thcu  again  fay,  Yes. 

He  is  married,  madam,, 
C  c  2 
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Cleo.  The  gods  confound  thee  !  doft  thou  V.old  there 
ftifp 

Me/.  Should  I  lie,  madam? 

Cleo.  O,  I  would,  thou  didft; 
80  half  my  JEgypt  were  fubmerg'd,  and  made 
A  ciftern  for  fcal'd  fnakcs  I  Go,  get  thee  hence  ; 
Hadft  thou  Narciffus  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  wouldft  appear  moil  ugly.    He  is  married  ? 

Me/.  I  crave  your  highneiV  pardon. 

Cteo.  He  is  married  ? 

Me/  Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  offend  you : 
To  punifh  me  for  what  you  make  me  do, 
Seems  much  unequal :  He-  is  married  to  Oc"lavia. 

Cleo.  O,  that  his  fault  ihould  make  a  knave  of  thee, 
That  art  not  what  thou'rt  fure  of! — Get  thee  hence  : 
The  merchandife ,  which  thou  halt  brought  from  Rome, 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me  ;  Lye  they  upon  thy  hand, 
And  be  undone  by  'cm  !  [Exit  MeJ/enger. 

Char.  Good  your  highnefs,  patience. 

Cleo.  In  praifmg  Antony,  I  have  difprais'd  Cc^far. 

Char.  Many  times,  madam. 

Clec.  I  am  paid  for  it  now.    Lead  me  from  hence, 

1  faint;  O  Iras,  Charmian,  'Tis  no  matter :  

Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas :  bid  him 
Report  the  feature  of  Ocla  ia,  her  years, 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair: — bring  me  word  quickly. — 

[Exit  Alexas. 
Let  him  for  ever  go  : — Let  him  not, — Charmian  ; 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
The  other  way  he  is  a  Mars : — Bid  you  Alexas, 

[  7b  Mar. 

Bring  me  word,  how  tall  me  is. — Pity  me,  Churmian, 
But  do  not  fpeak  to  me. — Lead  me  to  my  chamber. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Near  Mijenitm. 
Enter  P empty,  and  Menus,  at  one  door,  ivifh  drum  and 
trumpet :  at  another,  Ca/ar,  I.epidus,  Antony,  Eno- 
barbus,  Mec^enas,  <with /oldiers  ?narching. 
Pomp.  Your  hoftages  1  have,  fohave  you  mine  ; 


J  J. 


AMONY   AND  CLEOPATRA. 


3*9 


And  we  fliall  talk  before  we  fight. 

Caf,  Morr.  meet,  , 
That  firfl;  we  come  to  words;  and  therefore  have  we 
Oar  written  purpofes  before  us  fent : 
Which,  if  thou  hail  confider'd,  let  us  know 
If  'twill  tie  up  thy  difcontented  fword  ; 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth, 
That  elfe  mufl  perifh  here. 

Pomp.  To  you  all  three, 
The  fenators  alone  of  this  great  world, 
Chief  factors  for  the  gods,— I  do  not  know 
Wherefore  my  father  mould  avengers  want, 
Having  a  fon,  and  friends  ;  fince  Julius  Csefar, 
Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghofted, 
There  faw  vgu  labouring  for  him.    What  was  it, 
That  mov'd  pale  Caifius  to  confpire  ?  And 
What  made,  all- honour'u,  honert,  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd  reft,  courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man  ?  And  that  is  it, 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy;  at  whofe  harden 
The  anger'd  ocean  foams ;  with  which  I  meant 
To  fcourge  the  ingratitude,  that  defpightful  Rome 
Call:  on  my  noble  father. 

Ccef.  Take  your  time. 

Ant*  Thou  canrt  not  fear  us,  Pompey,  v%  ith  thy  fails 
We'll  fpeak  with  thee  at  fea  :  at  land,  thou  know'it. 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pomp.  At  land,  indeed, 
Thou  doll  o'er-count  me  of  my  father's  houfe  : 
But  iince  the  cuckow  builds  not  for  himfelf, 
Remain  in't  as  thou  may 'ft. 

Lep.  Be  pieas'd  to  tell  us, 
(For  this  is  from  the  prefent)  how  you  take 
The  offers  we  have  fent  you. 

Caf.  There's  the  point. 

Ant.  Which  do  not  be  intreated  to,  but  weigh 
What  it  is  Worth  embrac'd. 

Caf.  And  what  may  follow, 
To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Pomp.  You  have  made  me  cfrer 
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Of  Sicily,  Sardinia,  and  I  mull 
Rid  all  the  Tea  of  pirates ;  then,  to  fend 
Meafures  cf  v.  heat  to  Rome  ;  This  ?greed  upon, 
To  part  with  unhack'd  edges,  and  bear  back 
Cur  targes  undinted. 

Vmncs.  That's  our  cfrer. 

Pcmp.  Know  then, 
I  cams  before  you  here,  a  man  prepar'd 
To  take  this  oifer  :  but  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  fome  impatience  : — Tnsugh  I  lofe 
The  praife  of  it  by  ceiling.  You  mull  know 
When  Csfar  ana  your  brother  were  at  blows, 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily*  and  did  £nd 
Her  welcome  friend!/. 

Ant.  I  have  heard  ic.  Pompey  ; 
And  am  well  fiudiedfor  a  liberal  thanks, 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pcmp.  Lei  me  nave  your  hand  : 
I  did  not  think,  fir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant.  The  beds  L'the  eai:  are  foft ;  and  thanks  to  you 
If  hat  caTd  me,  timelier  than  my  purpofe* hither ; 
For  I  have  gaimd  by  v.. 

Cxf.  Since  1  faw  you  lair, 
There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pcmp.  Well,  1  know  no:. 
What  counts  harjh  fortune  cods  upon  my  face ; 
But  in  mv  bofom  fhall  (he  never  come, 
To  make  my  heart  her  vafiaj. 

Lep.  Well  met  here. 

Pomp.  I  hope  fo,  LepiJus. — Thus  v.  e  are  agreed: 
1  crave,  our  compofiiion  may  be  written* 
And  leal'd  be:  ieen  us. 

Co-/.  '.That's  the  next  :odo. 

Pomp,  WeTlfeafl  each  other  cro  we  part,  and  let  us 
Draw  lots,  w  ho  (hall  begin. 

Ant.  That  will  i,  Pompey. 

Pcmp.  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot:  but,  firftj 
Or  Lit,  yoor  fine  /Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.   J  have  hoard  that  Julius Ofar. 
Gre*  fat  with  fcofting  there. 
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Ant.  You  hare  heard  much. 

Pomp,  f  have  fair  meaning,  fir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pcmp.  Then  fo  much  have  I  heard  :— 
And  I  have  heard, Apollodorus  carried  

Enc.  No  more  of  that : — He  did  fo. 

Pomp.  What,  I  pray  you  ? 

Eno.  A  certain  queen  to  Crefar  in  a  mattrefs. 

Pomp.  I  knew  thee  now;  How  far'it  thou,  foldier? 

Eno.  Well; 
And  well  am  like  to  do ;  for,  I  perceive, 
Four  feails  are  toward. 

Pomp.    Let  me  make  thy  hand  ; 
I  never  hated  thee  :  I  have  feen  thee  fight, 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno.  Sir, 

I  never  lov?d  you  much  :  but  I  have  prais'd  you. 
When  you  have  well  deferv'd  ten  times  as  much 
As  I  have  faid  you  did. 

Pomp.  Enjoy  thy  plainnefs, 
It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee. — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all : 
Will  you  lead,  lords  ? 

ATI.  Shew  us  the  way,  fir, 

Pomp.  Come.  \  Exeunt.  Mamnt  Enob.  and  Mencts. 
Lien,  [AJtde]  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er 
have  made  this  treaty. — 
You  and  I  have  known,  fir. 
Eno.  At  fea,  I  think. 
Men.  We  have3  fir, 
Eno.  You  have  done  well  by  water. 
Men.  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  1  will  praife  any  man  that  will  praife  me : 
thorigh  it  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 

Men.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno.  Yes,  fomething  you  can  deny  for  your  own 
fafety  :  You  have  been  a  great  thief  by  fea. 

Men.  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  There  I  deny  my  land  fervice.  But  give  me 
your  hand,  Menas ;   If  our  eyes  had  authority,  here 
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t&y  might  take  two  thieves  killing. 

Afar.  AH  men's  faces  are  true,  whadbfc'er  their 
hards  are. 

Em.  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  true  face. 

Men.  No  ilander;  they  ileal  hearts. 

Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Me-?.  For  my  parr,  I  am  ferry  it  is  turn'd  to  a  drink- 
ing. Pomrey  dcth  this  day  laugh  away  his  fortune. 

-£V.  If  he  do,  fare,  he  cannot  weep  it  back  aguin. 

3Jht.  You  have  faid,  fir.  We  icok'd  not  for  Mark 
Antony  here  :  Fray  \  ou,  i-  he  married  to  Cleopatra  ? 

Enz.  Casfar's  lifter  is  call'd  Ocnvia. 

Men.  True,  fir :  me  was  the  wife  of  Caius  Marcellus. 

Eno.  But  now  me  is  the  wife  of  Marcus  Amonius. 

2Kfar.  Pray  you,  fir  I 

I Tia  true. 

Afafi  Thee  is  Czfaraftcl  he  for  ever  knit  together. 

Eno.  If  I  we  e  bound  to  divuae  of  this  unity,  I 
would  not  prophefy  fo. 

i  I  think  the  policy  of  that  purpofe  made  more 
in  the  marriage,  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

Eno.  I  think  fo  too.  But  you  mall  find  the  band, 
That  Teems  to  tie  their  friendlhip  together,  will  be 
the  very  Wrangler  of  their  amity.  Oclavia,  is  of  a 
holy,  cold,  and  Hill  con  venation. 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  hi:  wife  fo  : 

$no.  Not  he,  that  hirafelf  is  net  To  ;  which  is  Mark 
Antony.  Ke  will  to  hi:  Egyptian  dim  again:  then 
fhall  the  fighs  of  Oclavia  blow  the  fire  up  in  C-far ; 
and,  as  I  faid  before,  that  which  is  the  ftrength  of 
the  ii  amity:  fcaj]  prove  the  immediate  author  of  their 
variance,  Antony  will  rife  his  affe&ion  where  it  is ; 
he  marry'd  but  nis  occafion  here. 

M*7t*  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  fir,  will  you 
aboard  ? 

]  Lai  e  a  health  for  you. 

Eno.  I  mall  take  it,  fir  :   we  have  us'd  our  throats 

in  Egypt. 

'   .  C   ne  let's  away.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VII. 

A  ear  Mount  Mifemim. 
On  beard  Pcm  'eys  Galley. 
Mujic plays.    Enter  two  or  three  Servants  ivitb  a 
banquet. 

1  Ser-v.  Here  they'll  be,  man:  Some  o'  their  plants 
are  ill-rooted  already,  the  leail  v*ind  i'  the  world  will 
blow  them  down. 

2  Ser-v.  Lepidus  is  high,  colosr'd. 

1  Ser-v.  They  have  made  him  drink  alms- drink. 
1  Ser-v.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  difpe- 

fition,  he  cries  cur,  no  mere;  reconciles  them  to  his 

entreaty,  and  himfelf  to  the  drink. 

1  Ser-v.  Bat  it  raifes  the  greater  war  between  him 

and  his  difcretion. 
2  Ser-v.  Why,  thir  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's 

fellowship:  I  had  as  lief  have  a  reed  that  will  do  me 

no  fervice,as  a  partisan  I  could  not  heave. 

1  Serv.  To  be  caiPd  into  a  huge  fphere,  and  net 

to  be  feen  to  move  in-' tyare  the  holes  where  eyes  fhouid 

be,  which  pitifully  difafter  the  cheeks. 

A  feanet  founded.  '  Enter  Ctcfar,  Antony,  Pompey,  Le- 
pidus, Agrippa,  Mccanas,  Enobarbus ,  Minds,  ivitb 
other  C apt ai.is. 

Ant.  Thus  do  they,  fir :  They  take  the  flow  o'  the 
Nile 

By  certain  fcales  i'  the  pyramid  ;  they  know, 
By  the  height,  the  lownefs,  or  the  mean,  if  ceardi 
Or  foizon,  follow:  the  higher Nilus (wells, 
The  more  it  promiies :  as  it  ebbs,  the  feedfman 
Upon  the  flime  and  ooze  fcatters  his  grain, 
And  fhortiy  comes  to  harveir. 

hep.  You  have  itrange  ferpents  there. 

Ant,  Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  ferpent  of  ^gypt  is  bred  now  of  yo  ir 
mud  by  the  operation  ofyourfun:  fo  is  your  crocodile. 
Ant.  They  are  fo. 

Pomp.  Sitj — and  fome  wine. — A  health  to  Le  >idns. 
Lep.  I  amnotfoYveHasIfhouldbejbutl'llne'erout. 
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Eno.  Not  'till  you  hive  flept ;  I  fear  me,  you'll  be 
in,  'till  then. 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard,  the  Ptolemies* 
Pyramifes  are  very  goodly  things ;  without  contra- 
diction, I  have  heard  that. 

Men.  Pompey,  a  word.  \AJtde. 

Pomp.  Say  in  mine  ear  :  What  is't  ? 

Men.  Forfake  thy  feat,  I  do  befeech  thee,  captain, 

£  A  fide . 

And  hear  me  fpeak  a  word. 

Pomp.  Forbear  me  'till  anon.— This  wine  tor  Le- 
pidus. 

Lep.  Wjiat  manner  o'  thing  is  your  crocodile? 

Ant.  It  is  fhap'd,  fir,  like  itfeif :  and  is  is  as  broad 
as  it  hath  breadth  :  it  is  juft  fo  high  as  it  is,  and 
moves  with  its  own  organs :  it  lives  by  that  which 
ncurimeth  it;  and  the  elements  once  out  of  it,  it 
tranfmig  rates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of? 

A?it.  Of  its  own  colour  too. 

Lep.  'Tis  a  ftrange  fepent. 

Ant.  JTis  fo.    And  the  tears  of  it  are  wet. 

Caf.  Will  this  defcription  fatisfy  him? 

Ant.  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  elfe 
he  is  a  very  epicure. 

Pomp,  [7b  Menas  afide<\    Co,  hang,  fir,  hang; 
Tell  me  of  that  ?  away  ! 
Do  as  I  bid  you. — Where's  the  cup  Icall'd  for? 

Men.  if  for  the  fake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me, 
Rife  from  thy  ltool. 

Pomp.  [Rijcs,  andivalis  afide."\  I  think,  thou'rt 
mad.    The  matter  I 

Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  10  thy  fortunes. 

Pomp  \  To  Manas,  J  Thou  had  ferv'd  me  w Ltb  muck 
faith  :  What's  elfe  to  fay  ; — 
Be  jolly,  lords. 

Ant.  Thefe  quick -fands*  Lopidas* 
Kt-ep  off  them,  for  you  link. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  all  tht  v.  orld  : 

Pcmff  What  lay'li  thou  ? 
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Mah  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  world  r  That's 
twice. 

Hew  fhall  that  be  ? 

Men.  But  entertain  it, 
And,  though  }  ou  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  m^n 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

rcmp.  Hall  thou  drunk  well  ? 

Men.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup. 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'il  be,  the  earthly  Jove  : 
Whate'er  the  ocean  pales,  or  iky  inches, 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  have  it. 

Pomp.  Shew  me  which  way, 

AJen.  Thefe  three  world-iharers,  thefeco  mpe ti- 
ters, 

Are  in  thy  ve*Tel :  Let  me  cut  the  cable  : 

And,  when  we  are  put  oif,  fall  to  their  throats : 

All  then  is  thine. 

Pomp.  Ah,  this  thou  mould 'It  have  done, 
And  not  have  fpoke  of  it  !  In  me,  'tis  viilainy  ; 
In  thee,  it  had  been  good  fervlce.    Thou  mult  know, 
^Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour  ; 
Mine  honour,  it.    Repent,  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
Hath  To  betray 'd  thine  ad  :  Being  done  unknown, 
I  ihould  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done  ; 
But  mull  condemn  it  now.    Defift,  and  drink. 

Men.  For  this, 
I'll  never  follow  thy  pail'd  fortunes  more, — 
Who  leeks,  and  will  not  take,  warn  once  'tis  oTer'd, 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pomp,  This  health  to  Lepidus. 

Ant.  Bear  him  alhore. — Til  pledge  it  for  him 
Pompey. 

%no.  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome. 

Pomp.  Fill  3 till  the  cup  be  hid. 

fine.  There's  a  itrong  fellow,  Menas. 
[Printing  to  the  attendant  --vj/jq  carries  off  Lep'uus. 

Men.  Why  ? 

Eno.  He  bears 
The  third  part  of  the  world,  man  ;  See'it  not  ? 

Vol.  VI.  Dd 
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Men.  The  third  part  then  is  drunk:  'Would  k 
were  all, 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels ! 

Eno.  Drink  thou  ;  encreafe  the  reels. 
Men.  Come. 

Pomp.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  fearr. 
Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it. — Strike  the  veiTels,ho[ 
Here  is  to  Caefar. 

Ccff.  I  could  well  forbear  it. 
It's  monftrous  labour,  when  I  wafii  my  brain, 
And  it  grows  fouler.  v 
Aat.  Be  a  child  o'  the  time. 
Crf.  Pofl'efs  it, 
I  will  make  anfwer :  but  I  had  rather  fait 
From  all,  four  days,  than  drit  k  fb  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha,  my  brave  emperor  ! 
.Shall  we  dance  now  the  .Egyptian  Bacchanals, 
And  celebrate  our  drink. 

Pomp.  Let's  ha't.  good  ibldier. 
Ant.  Come,  let's  ail  take  hands ; 
"Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  ileep'd  ourienfe 
In  loft  and  delicate  lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  hands.  

Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  mafic  ; — 
The  while,  r°ll  place  you  :  Then  the  boy  mall  iin£ 
The  holding  every  man  (hall  bear,  as  loud 
As  his  ftrong  fides  can  volly. 
[Mufic  plajs.    Enobarhus  places  them  hand  in  hand. 

SONG. 
Cone,  then  tnonarcb  cf  tie  vimg, 
P  lumpy  Baschns,  uotth  pin/:  eyne  : 
In  thy  -juts  cur  cares  it  drczvn'd  ; 
With  thy  grapes  our  hairs  be  rrKuxV/ 
Cup  us,  9 till  the  worUgoes  round  y 
Cup  us,  ytill  the  zvorld gees  round  ! 

Ca-f.  What  would  you  more  ; — Fompey,  or  I 
nip-ht.    Good  brother, 
Let  me  regjieii  you  o*F:  our  graver  buflnefs 
vowns  at  this  levity. — Gentle  lords,  let'?  part ; 
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You  fee,  we  have  burnt  cur  check: :  ftfong  Eno- 
b?.rhe 

Is  weaker  thaq  the  wine  ;  and  mine  own  tongue 
Splits  what  it  fpeaks  :  die  will  difgnife  bath  alinofl 
Antick'd  us  nil.    What  needs  more  words i  Good- 
night.— 
Good  Anton  v,  your  hand. 

Pomp,  1*11  try  you  on  the  ihorc. 

dat*  And  mail,  fir:  give's  your  hand. 

Pomp.  O,  Antony,  you  have  my  father's  houie, 
Bet  what?  we  are  friends:  Comr,.down  into  the  boar. 

Z-:c.  Take  heed  you  fall  not. — 
jMenas,  I'll  no:  on  ihore. 

Men.  Xo.  to  my  cabin. — 
Thefe  drums  i — thefe  trompetr,  flctejf!  what  ! — 
Let  Neptune  hear  me  bid  a  loud  fare  well 
To  thefe  great  fellows:  Sound  and  be  hang'd,  found 
out.  [Sound  a  fcurljb  with  drums, 

Enc.  Ho,  fays  'a! — 1  here's  my  cap. 

Men.  Ho! — nobl# captain 1  Come  !  [ExM.it, 


ACT   III.     S  CEK  E.  E 

^  P/m  w  Sjria. 

Enter  Venildltis,  as  ofier  ccnquejl ;  nxsitb  Stilus  and 
ether  Romans,  and  the  dead  body  of  Pacorus  borne 
btfors  bim. 

/'"•/;.  7WTO\V,  darting  Parthia,   art  thou  flruck  u 

±Si  and  now 

PhMs'd  fortune  does  of  Marcus  CraiTus'  death 
Make  me  revenger. — Bear  the  king's  ion's  body 
Before  our  army  : — Thy  Pacorus,  Orodes ! 
Pa)  s  this  for  Marcos  Crailus. 

SiL  Noble  Ventidiu3, 
Whilft  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  fvvord  is  warm, 
The  fugitive  P^ilhhms  folknv;  four  through  Media 
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Mefoy  otamia,  and  the  fhelters  whither 
The  routed  fly  :  fo  thy  grand  captain  Antony 
Shall  fet  thee  on  triumphant  chariot,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven.  O  Silius,  Silius, 
I  have  done  enough:  A  lower  place,  note  well. 
May  make  too  great  an  ad  :  For  lenrn  this,  Silius ; 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 
Acquire  too  high  a  fame,  when  he  we  ferve's  away, 
Crfar.  and  Antony,  hive  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer,  than  perfons  r^Soflius, 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant, 
For  quick  accunaelaticn  of  renown, 
Which  he  achiev'd  by  themirv.tte,  loft  his  £iv6ttr« 
Who  does  ¥  the  wars  more  than  his  captain  caa, 
Becomes  his  captain's  cartaia :  and  ambition, 
The  foldier's  virtue,  rather  makes  choice  of  lefs, 
Than  gain,'  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  mora  to  do  Antonius  good, 
But  'twould  offend  hka  ;  and  in  bis  offence 
Should  my  performance  periih. 

Szi.  Thou  haft,  Ventidius,  (hat, 
Without  the  which  a  foldier,  and  his  {word, 
Grants  fcarcedL^indion.  Thou  v.  lit  write  to  Antony  r 

Ven.  I'll  humbly  fignify  what  in  his  name, 
Tha:  magical  word  of  war,  we  have  cfFefled  ; 
How,  with  his  banners,  and  his  Well-paid  ranlis, 
The  ne'er-yet  beaten  horfe  of  Parthia 
We  have  jaded  out  o'  the  field. 

SiL  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Yen.  He  purpofeth  to  Athens;  v  hhher  with  wha-t 
hade 

Tt\e  weight  he  rnift  convey  with  us  will  permit, 
We  fhfcll  appear  before  him. — On,  there;  pafs  alonj. 

SCENE  It 

Rr;*ie.     (  fifar's  Hopje. 
Enter  Agrippa  r.t  pne  door,  EmtoarBus  at  another* 
Scr.  What,  arc  the  brothers  parted? 
;:■.(].  They  have  difpatch'd  with  Pompey,  he  b 

gone.; 
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The  other  three  are  feating.    Oclavia  weeps. 
To  part  from  Rome  :  Caefar  is  fad  ;  and  Lepidus, 
Since  Pompey's  feaft,  as  Menas  fays,  is  troubled  . 
With  the  green-ficknefs. 

Agr.  'lis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Lno.;  A-very  fine  one:  0>  how  he  loves  C~far  ! 

Agr.  Nay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  An-  • 
tony- ! . 

E/10.  Caefar !  Why,  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 
Agr.  What's  Antony  ?  The  god  of  Jupiter. 
E;io.  Speak  you  of  Ccsfai  ?  How  ?  tht  nonpareil !  ' 
Agr.  Q  Antony,  O  thou  Arabian  bird  ! 
Euo.  Would  you  praife  Caefar,  fay, — Ccsfar  ; — go 
no  further. 

Agr.  Indeed,  he  plied  them  both  v  it'-i  excellent 
praife  s. 

Eno.  But  he  loves  CaTar  belt; — Yet  he  loves  An- 
tony : 

Hoi  heart;,  tongues,  figures,  fcribes,  bards,  poets  <, 
cannot 

Think,  fpeak,  caft,  write,  fine,  number,  ho,  his  lave 
To  Antony.    But  as  for  Csdar,  kneel, 
Kneel  dawn,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 
Agr.  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  ihards,  and  he  their  beetle. 
So,— this  is  to  hone. — Adieu,  noble  Agrippa. 

'  Oil 

f  Trumpet  5 ». 

Agr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  foldier ;  and  farewell,  . 

Enter  C<rfar,  Anto  ry,  Lepidus,  and  wdavta. 
Ant.  No  further,  fir. 

Ctef.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  myfelf  i 
Ufe  me  well  in  it. — Sifter,  prove  fuck  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  furtheil  band 
Shall  pafs  on  thy  approof. — Moil  ncble  Antony, 
Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue,  which  is  fet 
Betw  ixt  us,  as  the  cement  of  our  :o  ve, 
To  keep  it  buiided,  be  the  ram,  to  batter 
The  fortrefs  of  it  :  for  better  might  we 
Have  lev'd  v  ithoat  this  mean,  if  on  both  rcrts  „ 
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This  be  not  cherifa'd. 

Ant.  Make  me  not  offended 
In  your  diitrufc 

Caf.  1  have  faid. 

Ant.  You  &all  not  find, 
Though  you  be  therein  curious,  the  leal!  caule 
For  wiac  ycufcem  to  fear:  So,  the  gods  keep  you, 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  ferve  your  ends  ! 
We  will  here  part. 

C&f.  Farewell,  my  dearefr.  filler,  >£are  thee  well ; 
The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  fpirits  all  of  comfort !  fare  thee  w  ell. 

0:2a.  My  noble  brother  ! 

Ant.  The  April's  in  her  eyes;  it  is  love's  fpring, 
And  thefe  the  ihcwers  to  bring  it  on: — Be  cheerful. 

0.7-?.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  hufband's  houfe  j  and — 

Caj\  What,  Octavia? 

Octa.  I'll  tell  you  in  3  our  ear. 

AvJ.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue:  the  fwan's  down 
feather, 

That  ftand*  upon  the  fwell  at  fail  of  tide, 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno.  Will  Ca:far  weep  ? 

Apr.  He  has  a  cloud  in  his  face. 

Rnoi  He  were  the  worfe  for  that,  were  he  a  horfe  ; 
So  is  he,  being  a  man. 

Agr.  Why  Enobarbus  : 
When  Antony  found  Julius  Ccrfar  dead, 
He  cried  almoft  to  roaring  ;  and  he  wept, 
When  at  Phiiippi  he  found  Brutus  llain. 

Eno.  That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a 
rheum  ; 

What  willingly  he  did  confound,  ke  wail'd : 
Believe  it,  'till  I  weep  too. 

Ccrf.  No,  fweet  Octa  via, 
Ycu  lhall  hear  frcm  me  Hill  ;  the  time  mall  not 
Out- go  my  thinking  on  you. 

ArJ.  Come,  fir,  come : 
ril  wreftle  with  you  in  my  ftrength  of  love: 
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Lock,  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 
CaJ\  Adieu  ;  be  happy  ! 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  ftars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  way  ! 

C*f.  Farewell!  farewell!  [Kiffes  Odavia. 

A/:}.  Farewell!  \Trumpets  fund.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  ill. 

The  Palace  in  Alexandria. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian^  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  the  fellow  ? 

Alex.  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to  : — Come  hither,  fir. 
Enter  Mejfenger. 

Alex.  Good  majefty, 
Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you, 
But  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 

Cleo.  That  Herod's  head 
I'll  have  :  But  how  ?  when  Antony  is  gone 
Through  whom  1  might  command  it.— Come  thou  near, 

Me/.  Moft  gracious  majefty, — 

dec.  Didft  thou  behold 
Octavia  ? 

Mef.  Ay,   dread  queen. 

Cleo.  Where? 

Mef.  Madam,  in  Rome 
I  look'd  her  in  the  face  :  and  faw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 
Cleo.  Is  me  as  tall  as  me  ? 

Mf  She  is  not,  madam. 

Cleo.  Didft  hear  her  fpeak  ?  Is  fhe  Ihrill-tongu'd  cr 
low  ? 

Mef  Madam,  I  heard  her  fpeak  ;  Hie  is  low  vokrd, 

Cleo.  That's  not  fo  good : — He  cannot  like  her  long. 

Char.  Like  her?  Olfis!  'tis  impoiilble. 

Cleo,  1  think  fo,  Charmian  :  Dull  of  tongue,  and 

dwarfi& !  

What  majefty  is  in  her  gait?  Remember, 
If  e'er  thou  look'dft  on  majefty. 
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Me/  She  creeps  ; 
Her  motion  and  her  flation  are  as  one: 
She  fhews  a  body  rather  than  a  life  ; 
A  ftatue,  rather  thm  a  breather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain  ? 

Mcf.  Or  I  have  no  obfervance* 

Char.  Three  in  ^!-  gypt 
Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing, 

I  do  perceive't: — There's  nothing  inh^r  yet :  — 

The  fellow  has  good  judgment.  N 

Char.  Excellent. 

Cleo.  Guefs  at  her  years,  I  prythee. 
Me/  Madam,  fhe  was  a  widow. 
Cleo.  Widow  ? — Charmian  hark. 
Me/  And  1  do  think,  fne's  thirty. 
Cleo.  Bear'it  thou  her  face  in  mind?  is  it  loag  of 
round  ? 

Me/.  Round  even  to  fauitinefs.. 

Cleo.  For  the  molt  part  too, 
They  are  foolifh  that  are  fo. — Her  hair,  what  colour.* 

Me/.  Brown,  madam  :  And  her  forehead 
As  low  as  fhe  would  wifh  it. 

Cleo.  There's  gold  for  thee. 
Thou  muli:  not  ta?  e  my  former  (harprtcfs  ill: — 
1  will  employ  thee  back  again  ;  1  find  thee 
Moil  lit  tor  buunefs :  Go,  make  thee  ready ; 
Our  letters  are  prepared. 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cleo.  Indeed  he  is  fo  :  I  repent  me  mue h 
That  1  fo  harry'd  him.    Why,  meti;inks,  by  him,  . 
This  creature  s  no  fuch  thing. 

Char.  Nothing,  madam. 

Cleo.  The  man  hath  feen  fome  majeily,  and  mould 
know. 

Char.  Hath  he  feen  majeily?  Ifis  elfe  defend, 
And  ft- 1  ving  y  u  fo  long  ! 

Cleo.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  aik  him  yet,  good  i 
Charmian : — 
But  'tis  no  matter;  thou  (halt  bring  him  to  me 
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Where  I  v.  ill  write:  All  may  be  well  enough. 
Char*  I  watraat  you,  madam.  [Exev/it. 

S    C    E    N    E  IV. 

Antony's  Houfe  at  Athens, 
Enter  Aniyny9  and  Oila<via. 

di.t.  Nay,  nay,  Oelavia,  not  only  that, — 
1 ' hat  were  excuiable,  that  and  thoufands  more 
Of  femblable  import, — but  he  hath  wag'd 
-New  wars  'gaixiQ  Pompey ;  made  his  will,  and  read  it 
T  o  public  ear  r 

Dice  fcaniiiy  of  me  :  when  perforce  he  could  nek 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  fickly 
He  vented  them  ;  mod  narrow  jneafure  lent  me; 
When  the  bed  hint  was  given  him,  he  not  took  it, 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth. 

Ofta.  O  my  good  lord, 
Believe  not  ail ;  or,  if  voumud  believe, 
Stomach  not  all.    A  more  unhappy  lady, 
If  this  divifioa  chance,  ne'er  dood  between, 
Praying  for  both  parts:  The  good  gods  wil!  mock 
me  prefently 

When  I  Stall  pray  ,  0,  llefs  my  hrd  and  hujband ! 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  oat  as  loud, 

0  blefi  my  Brother  !  Htsiband  win,  win  brother, 
Pr2 ys,  and  deftroys  the  prayer;  no  midway 
''Twixt  thefe  extremes  at  all. 

Ant.  Gentle  G&avia, 
Let  your  bell  love  draw  to  that  point,  which  feeks 
Eeft  to  preierve  it :  If  I  iofe  mine  honour, 

1  Iofe  my felf :  better  I  were  not  yours, 

Than  yoiirs  fo  branchlefs.    But,  as  yoa  requeued, 
Yourfelf  feall  go  between  us :  The  mean  time,  lady, 
I'll  raife  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  ftain  your  brother  :  Make  your  Cooned  hafte  ; 
So  your  defires  are  yours. 

Ofta.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 
The  Jove  of  power  make  me  mod  weak,  mod  weak, 
Your  reconciler !  Wars  'twixt  you  twain  would  be 
As  if  the  world  mould  cleave,  and  that  fiain  men 
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Should  foldier  up  the  rift. 

Ant.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
Turn  your  difpieafure  that  way-;  for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  to  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  eqaallj  move  with  them.    Provide  your  going; 
Chooie  your  own  company,  and  command  what  coft 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.    '  [£x&ntL 

SCENE  V. 

1  he  hi  me. 
Enter  E&obarius,  and  Ekps. 
Mm*  How  now,  friend  Eros  ? 
Eras.  There's  ilrange  news  come,  fir. 
Enc,  What,  man? 

E?io.  Caefar  and  Lepidus  have  made  wars  upon  Pom- 
pey. 

Bsc.  This  is  old ;  What  is  the  fuccefs  ? 

Eras.  Caviar,  having  made  ule  of  him  in  the  wars 
'gai-ift  Porn  pey,  prefbntly  denied  him  rivality ;  would, 
not  let  him  partake  in  the  glory  of  the  adtion  :  and 
not  relling  here,  accufes  him  of  letters  he  had  for- 
merly wrote  to  Pompey  ;  upon  his  o.vn  appeal,  feizes 
him :  So  the  poor  third  is  up,  'till  death  enlarge  his 
confine. 

E.:o.  Then  'would  thou  had  ft  a  pair  of  chaps,  no  more ; 
And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  hall, 
They'll  grind  the  other.    Where  is  Antony  r 

Ere j.  He's  walking  in  the  garden — thus ;  and  fpurns 
The  rum  that  lyes  before  him  :  cries,  Ecsl,  Lepidus! 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  ofiicer, 
That  murder  d.  Pompey. 

E'io.  Our  great  navy's  rigg'd. 

Ens.  For  Italy,  and  Caeiar.    More,  Domitius ; 
My  lord  delires  you  prefently  :  my  news 
1  might  have  told  hereafter. 

E;d.  'Twill  be  naught : 
But  let  it  be. — Bring  me  to  Antony. 

Eros.  Come,  dr.  [ExewH 


Ja  in. 


AN  TON*  Y    AND  CLEOPATRA. 


335 


SCENE  VT. 

Rome,    C&Jar's  Houfe. 
Enter  Caf/ar,  Agrippa,  and  Mectfiizs. 
Caf.  Contemning  Rome,  he  has  done  all  this :  and 
more ; 

In  Alexandria, — here's  the  manner  of  it,— 
P  the  marketplace,  on  a  tribunal  filver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himfelf  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publicly  enthron'd  :  at  the  feet,  fat 
Casfarion,  whom  they  call  my  father's  fon ; 
And  all  the  unlawful  ifTue,  that  their  luft 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.    Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'flabliihment  of  ^Egypt ;  made  her 
Of  Lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
-Abfolute  queen. 

ftlec.  This  in  the  public  eye  ? 

Ca>f.  V  the  common  mew-place,  where  they  exercife* 
His  fons  he  there  proclaimed,  The  kings  of  kings  : 
Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia, 
He  gave  to  Alexander,  to  Ptolemy  he  aflign'd, 
Syria,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia:  She 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddefs  Ifis 
That  day  appear'd  ;  and  oft  before  gave  audience., 
As  'tis  reported,  fo. 

Mec.  Let  Rome  be  thus 
Informed. 

Agr.  Who,  queafy  with  his  infolence 
Already,  will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

C<sf.  The  people  know  it ;  and  have  now  receiv'd 
His  accufations- 

Agr.  Whom  does  he  accufe  ? 

Caf.  C^far :  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  fpoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'  the  ifle  :  then  does  he  fay,  he  lent  me 
Some  fhipping  unreftor'd :  laftly,  he  frets, 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd ;  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Agr.  Sir,  this  mould  be  anfwer'd. 

Ca-f.  'Tis  done  already,  and  the  jneffenger  gone, 
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I  have  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel ; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abus'd, 
A  n d  d i d  d  e i e r  ve  hi s  c han g e :  f  or  w  ha 1 1  ha  v  e  c on  q tier '  d , 
I  grant  him  part;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia,, 
And  other  of  his  conquer'd  kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mec.  He'll  never  yield  to  that. 

CaJ\  Nor  mult,  he  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 
Enter  Odanjia. 

0:'a.  Hail,  Cxfar,  and  my  lord  !  hail,  moit  dear 
€a>far ! 

£trf.  That  ever  I  mould  call  thee,  sail -away  ! 
Oaa.  You  have  not  call'd  me  To,  nor  have  you 
caufe. 

C.-pf.  Why  have  you  it.oPn  upon  us  thus  ?  You 
come  not 

Li'xe  Csefar's  Mer  :  The  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  ufher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horfe  to  tell  of  her  approach, 
Long  ere  me  did  appear  :  the  trees  by  the  way, 
Should  have  borne  men  ;  and  expectation  fainted, 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not  :  nay,  the  dull 
Should  have  afcended  to  the  roof  of  heaven, 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  troops :  But  you  are  come 
A  market-maid  to  Rome;  anil  have  prevented 
The  oftentation  of  our  love,  which,  left  unfnewn, 
Js  often  left  unlov'd  :  we  ihould  have  met  you 
By  fea,  and  land;  fupplying  every  ftage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Oda.  Good  my  lord, 
To  come  thus  was  I  not  conftrain'd,  but  did  it 
On  my  free  will.    My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
Hearing  that  you  prepar'd  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grieved  ear  withal ;  whereon,  1  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

Caf.  Which  foon  he  granted, 
Being  an  obftruct  'tw  een  his  lull  and  him. 

Oda.  Do  not  fay  fo,  my  lord. 

Ca-f.  I  have  eyes  upon  him, 
And  his  affiirs  corns  to  me  on  the  wind. 
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Where  is  he  now  ? 

Orta.  My  lord,  in  Athens. 
Ctrf.  No  my  moll  wronged  filler  ;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.  He  hath  given  his  empire, 
Up  to  a  whore:  who  now  are  levying 
The  king's  o'  the  earth  for  war :  He  hath  afTembled 
Bocchus,  the  king  of  Lybia  ;  Archelaus, 
Of  Cappadocia  ;  Philadelphos,  king 
Of  Paphlagonia  ;  theThracian  king,  Adallas ; 
King  Malchns,  of  Arabia  ;  king  of  Pont ; 
Herod  of  Jewry;  Mithridates,  king 
Of  Comagene  :  Polemon  and  Amintas, 
The  kings  of  Mede,  and  Lycaor.ia, 
With  a  more  larger  lift  of  fceptres. 

Ocra.  Ay  me,  mod  wretched, 
That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  frieivch , 
That  do  affiiel:  each  other. 

Ct?f.  Welcome  hither  : 
Your  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth  ; 
Till  we  perceived,  both  how  you  were  wrong  led5 
And  we  in  negligent  danger.    Cheer  your  heart: 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  which  drives 
O'er  your  content  thefe  ftrong  neceiTities  ; 
But  let  determin'd  things  to  deftiny 
Hold  unbewail'd  their  v>  ay .    Welc rue  to  Rome : 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.    You  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought :  and  the  high  gods, 
To  do  you  juftice,  make  their  minifters 
Of  us,  and  thofe  that  love  you.    Be  of  comfort ; 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 
Agr.  Welcome,  lady. 
Mec.  Welcome,  dear  madam, 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you  : 
Only  the  adulterous  Antony,  motl  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  oil ; 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull, 
That  noifes  it  againft  us. 
08a.  Is  it  lb,  fir? 

Q<?j\  Moft  certain.    Siller,  welcome  :  Pray  yOHj 
Be  ever  know  n  to  patience  :  M;'  dearefl  filler  I 
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SCENE  VII. 
Ar.::::ys  C £;,*?/>,  near  ike  Promontory  cf  Acium. 
E liter  Cleopatra  9  and  E neb ar bus. 
:       I  will  be  even  with  thee,  doubt  it  not. 
L no.  But  why,  why,  why  ? 

Clfc.  Thou  haft  forefpoke  my  being  in  thefe  wars ; 
And  .  .  ::.  it  is  not  fit. 
Em.  Well,  is  it,  is  it  r 

Cico.  Is't  not  dencunc'd  againft'us:  Why  mould 
not  we 
Be  there  in  perion  r 

Em.  [AJuk.\  Well,  I  could  reply  :  

If  we  ihouid  ierve  with  hcrfe  and  mares  together, 
The  horle  were  merelv  lot ;  the  mares  would  bear 
A  irldier,  and  his  hcrfe. 

dec.  What  is':  yoa  fay? 

Em*  Your  prcfence  reeds  mull  puzzle  Antony ; 
Take  frcm  his  heart,  take  from  his  brain,  from  his 
time, 

What  ihouid  r.cr  then  bt  fpar'A    He  is  already 
Tr.duc'd  for  levity  ;  and  'lis  laid  in  Rome, 
That  Fhotinus  an  eunuch,  and  your  maids, 
Manage  this  war. 

Qkm  Sink  Rome;  and  their  tongues  rot, 
That  fpeak  againft  us !  A  charge  we  bear  i*  the  war, 
And,  as  the  prendcnt  of  my  kingdom,  will 
Appear  there  for  a  man.    ^peak  not  againit  it ; 
J    ill  not  ftay  behind. 

1      Nay,  I  have  done:  Here  comes  the  emperor. 
Zr.rer  Alters,  ar.d  QaMldtUS. 

A,:i.  Is  it  net  itrange,  Canidius, 
That  from  Tarentum,  and  Erunciimum, 
He  cculd  fo  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  lea, 
A D i  take  in  T  oryne :  You haveheard  on't,  fwect  \ 

Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd, 
Than  bv  the  negligent. 

jdr.t.  A  good  rebuke, 
Which  mignt  have  well  become  the  beft  of  men 
T o  taunt  a  t  fl  ac  k  ne Q .    C  ar  id  iu  s ,  we 
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Will  fightwith  him  by  Tea. 
Clto.  By  fea  !  What  elfe  ? 
Can.  Why  will  my  lord  Jo  To  P 
shit.  Foflhat  he  dares  us  to't.  \ 
Eno.  So  luth  my  lord  dar'd  him  to  fiftgte  fighi 
C<z/z.  Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  Pharfalia, 

Where  Cselar  fought  with  Pompev  :  Eut  theft  offers  , 

Which  ferve  net  for  his  vantage,  he  (hakes  off.; 

And  fo  ihould  you. 

Eno.  Your  mips  are  not  well  manned  : 

Your  mariners  a?e  muleteers,  reapers  peop;<'. 

Ingroft  by  fwift  impress ;  In  Csfar's  fleet; 

Are  thofe,  that  often  have  'gainfr.  Pompey  fougV,  j 

Their  Ihips  are  yare  :  yours,  heavy:  No  difgnu: 

Shall  fall  you  for  refuting  him  at  fea, 

Being  prepar'd  for  land. 
Ant.  By  fea,  by  fea. 

Eno.  Moll  worthy  fir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  abfolute  foldierlhip  you  have  by  land ; 
Diiiract  your  army,  which  doth  moil  confiH 
Ofwar-mark'd  footmen;  leave  unexecuted 
Your  ovvrn  renowned  knowledge ;  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promifes  alfu ranee ;  and 
Give  up  yourfelf  merely  to  chance  and  hazard > 
From  firm  fecurity. 

Ant.  I'll  fight  at  fea, 

Cleo.  I  have  fixty  fails,  Cssfar  nnne  better. 
Ant.  Our  overplus  of  (hipping  will  we  burn  ; 
And,  with  the  reft,  full-mann'd,  from  the  head  of 
Adium 

Beat  the  approaching  Crefar,    But  if  we  fail, 
We  then  can  do't  at  land. — Thy  bufmefs  ? 

Enter  a  MeJJhiger. 

Mef.  The  news  is  true,  my  lord  ;  he  is  defcried  ; 
C^far  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  perfon  ?  'tis  irnpofiible  ; 
Strange,  that  his  power  mould  be. — Canidius, 
Our  nineteen  legions  thou  malt  hold  by  land, 
And  our  twelve  thoufand  horfe  ; — We'll  to  our  fnip ; 
Away,  my  Thetis  !— How  now,  worthy  foldier? 
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Enter  a  Soldier, 
Scld.  O  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  by  fea  ; 
Truii  not  to  rotten  planks  :  Do  you  roifdoubt 
Tnis  fword,  and  thefe  my  wounds?  Let  the  Egyp- 
tians. 

Ani  the  Pasen-ieians,  go  a  ducking;  we 
Have  us?d  to  conquer,  Handing  on  the  earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

A:t.  Weil,  well.,  away. 

[Exsit&t  Aninij*  Cleopatra*  and  Enobarbu: . 

ScU.  By  Hercules,  I  think,  I  am  i'  the  right. 

Curt.  Soldier,  then  art :  bu:  his  whole  action  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on't  :  So  cur  leader's  led, 
And  wj  are  women's  men. 

ScUm  You  keep  by  Jbad 
The  legions  and  the  horfe  whole,  do  you  not  ? 

Can.  Marcus  Octavius,  Marcus  jufteius, 
Publicola,  and  Crelius,  are  for  fea: 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.    This  fpeed  cf  Czfar'^ 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

$c!J.  While  he  was  yet  in  Ron:?, 
His  power  went  out  in  fuch  riiftraftiaaSj  m 
Begtal'd  all  fpies. 

Catt.  Who's  his  lieutenant,  hear  yea  I 

Scld.  They  fay,  one  1  auras. 

Co.  Weil  I  know  the  man. 

EnUr  a  Mefeisgerm 

TJtf.  The  emperor  calls  Camdias. 

C^n.  With  ne  w  s  the  tune ;  s  with  lab  our ;  and  throw* 
forth. 

Each  minate,  feme.  \Exsunt* 

scene  vnf. 

Tift  fame.    A  Plain. 
E,itcr>  Ccrfar>  1murus>  0j£cer3,\3t* 
Caf. '  Taurus. — 
Ta-M .  Mv  lord. 

Cjp/.  Strike  not  by  land;  keep  whole:  provoke 
not  battle, 

'  f  31  vi  c  have  done  at  fea.    Do  not  exceed 
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The  prefcript  of  this  fcroll :  Oar  fortune  lies 
Upon  this  jump.  [Exeunt* 
Enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus . 

Ant.  Set  we  our  fquadrons  on  yon'  fide  o*  the  hill, 
In  eye  of  Csfar's  battle  ;  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  ofthe  ihips  behold, 
And  fo  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Canidius,  marching  with  his  land  army  one  -way 

&ver  the ftage  J  and  7'aurus,  the  lieutenant  cfCafar> 

the  other  ivay.     Afte*"  their  going  in,  is  heard  the 

noife  cf  a  fea-fight.    Alarum.     Enter  E no  bar  bus. 

Eno.  Naught,  naught,  all  naught !  I  can  behold 
no  longer: 
The  Antoniad,  the  Egyptian  admiral, 
Wk'i  all  their  fixty,  fly,  and  turn  the  rudder  ; 
To  lee      mine  eyes  are  biafted, 
Enter  Sear  us. 

Scar.  Gods  and  god  defies, 
A  il  the  whole  fynod  of  them  ! 

Eno.  What's  thy  pailion  ? 

Scar.  The  greater  cantleof  the  world 
With  very  ignorance  ;  we  have  kifo'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno.  How  appears  the  fight  ? 

Scar.  On  our  fide  like  the  token'd  pettilence. 
Where  death  is  fure.    Yon  ribald  nag  of  ^Egypv, 
Whom  leprofy  o'ertake  !  i'  the  midit     the  light,™ 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appear'd, 
Both  as  the  fame,  or  rather  ours  the  elder,— 
Tae  brize  upon  her,  like  r  cow  in  June,  . 
Hoift  fails ,  an  d  8  ie  s . 

Eno.  That  I  beheld  : 
Minexyes  did  ficken  at  the  fight,  and  could  not 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  looft, 
The  noble  ruin  of  her  magic,  Antony, 
Claps  on  his  iea-wing,  and,  like  a  doatiflg;  mallard, 
Leaving  theiight  in  height,  flies  after  her  : 
1  nev  er  faw  an  action  cf  filth  ihame  ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
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D.i  violate  fo  itfdf. 

Em.   Akck,  Oiick  I 

Enter  Car.idius. 
Ca  t.  Our  fortune  on  the  lea  is  oct  of  breath, 
And  rlaks  mo.i  Lamentably.    Hal  oar  general 
Been  what  he  knew  hiir.ieif,  it  had  gone  well: 
O,  he  has  given  example  for  our  night. 
Moil  ^roisiv,  bv  his  own. 

£/:;.  Ay,  are  y^u  tnereaoouts  ;  Why  then,  good 
night 

Indeed, 

Can.  Towards  Peloponneias  are  they  fled. 

tear.  'Tis  eafy  to  Jt;  and  there  will  1  attend 
What  farther  comes. 

Cum.  To  C:nar  will  I  render 
My  legless,  and  mv  horfe  ;  fix  kings  already 
bnewme  the  way  of  yielding. 

I'll  yet  follow 
The  woanded  chance  of  Antony,  though  my  reafoa 
Sits  intae         againii  me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IX. 

The  Palace  in  Alexandria* 
Enter  Antony,  <vji:b  Er:i,  and otber  Attendants. 
Ait.  Hark,  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  raoreupon*tr 
It  is  aiham'd  to  bear  me  1 — Friends*  come  hither ; 
I  am  fo  1  ued  in  the  world,  that  I 
Have  loit  my  n  ay  for  ever : — I  have  a  (hip 
Laien  v.  i.h  gold  ;  take  that,  divide  it ;  ny, 
And  make  your  peace  with  Caiar. 
Omnes.  Ply,  not  we. 

Art.  1  have  Med  myfeif;  and  have  mltrucled cowards 
To  run  and  .hew  their  lhoalders,— Friends,  be  gene; 
I  have  myielf  refolv'd  upon  a  courie, 
Which  has  no  need  of]  ou  ;  be  gone  : 
My  treafare's  in  the  harbour,  take  it. — O, 
I  fc:!aw  ?ti  that  I  Wain  to  look  upon  : 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny  ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  raihnels,  and  they  them 
Tor  fear  and  dcating. — friends,  be  gone ,  you  (hall 
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Have  letters  from  me  to  forae  friends,  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  yoa.    Pray  you,  look  not  fad, 
Nor  make  replies  of  lothnefs :  take  the  hint 
Which  my  defpair  proclaims ;  let  that  be  left 
Which  leaves  itfelf :  to  the  fea-fide  ftraightway  ; 
I    ill  poffefs  you  of  that  (hip  and  treafure. 

Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little  :  pray  you  now  :  

Nay,  do  fo  ;  for,  indeed,  I  have  loft  command, 
Therefore  I  pray  you  ; — I'll  fee  you  by  and  by. 
Enter  Eros,  and  Cleopatra,  led  by  Char  mi  an  and  Iras, 

Eros,  Nay,  gentle  mad-am,  tohim :-- Comfort  him. 

Iras.  Do,  moft  dear  queen. 

Char.  Do  f  Why,  what  elfe  ? 

Cleo.  Let  me  fit  down.    O  Juno  1 

Ant.  No,  no,  no,  no.  no. 

Eros.  See  you  here,  fir  B 

Ant.  O  fye,  fye,  fye. 

Char.  Madam,  

Iras.  Madam  ;  O  good  emprefs  f  — 

Eras.  Sir,  fir,  

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord,  yes  ; — He,  at  PhilLppi,  kept 
His  fword  even  like  a  dancer;  while  I  {truck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  CafTius ;  and  'twas  i, 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended  :  he  alone 
Dealt  on  lieutenantry,  and  no  practice  had 
In  the  brave  fauares  of  war:  Yet  now— No  matter 

Cleo.  Ah,  Hand  by. 

Eros.  The  queen,,  my  lord,  the  queen. 

Iras.  Go  to  him,  madam,  fpeak  to  him  ? 
He  is  unquality'd  with  very  fhame. 

Cleo.  Well  then,— Suftain  me:— Q! 

Eros.  Moft  noble  fir,  arife  ;  the  queen  approaches : 
Her  head's  declin'd,  and  death  will  feiz«  her  ,  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  refcue. 

Ant.  1  have  offended  reputation  ; 
A  moil  unnoble  fwerving. 

Eros.  Sir,  the  queen. 

Ant •  O,  whither  haft  thou  led  me,  ^Egypt  ?  Sefc 
How  I  convey  my  fhame  out  of  thine  eyes, 
By  locking  back  on  what  1  have  left  behind 
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'Stroy'd  in  diflionour. 

C/ec.  O  my  lord,  mv  lord  ! 
Forgive  my  fearful  fails !  I  little  thought, 
You  would  have  followed. 

Ant.  JEgfpt,  thou  knew'ft*  too  well, 
My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tv'd  by  the  RringSi 
And  thou  mould'it  tow  me  after:  Q'er  my  fpirit 
Thy  full  fupremacv  thou  knew*tt;  and  that 
Thy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

Che  O,  my  pardon.  x 

Ant.  Now  I  mufb 
To  the  young  man  fend  humble  treaties,  dodee 
And  palter  in  the  ftiifts  of  lownefs  ;  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o'  the  world  play'd  as  I  pleased 
Making,  and  marring  fortunes.    You  did  know, 
How  much  you  Mere  my  conqueror;  and  that 
My  (word,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  cauie. 

Cleo.  Pardon,  pardon. 

Ant.  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  fay  ;  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  wen  and  \o'k\  Give  me  a  kifs  ; 
Even  t';is  repays  me. — -We  feat  our  fcaool-rnafterj 
Is  he  come  back  ? — Love,  I  am  fall  of  lead  : — 
Some  m  ine,  there,  and  our  viands:-  Fortune  knows 
We  fcorn  her  molt,  when  mo$  fhc  offers  blov  s. 

[Exeun* 

SCENE  X. 

C<rfars  Oamf  in  ^Egypt. 
Enier  Csffar,  Doiabella,  Thyreus,  mk&  ethers. 

C<rf.  Let  him  appear  that's  -come  from  Antony.— 
Know  you  him  ? 

f>cl.  Csfar,  'tis  his  fchool-mafter: 
An  argument  that  he  is  pluck'd,  when  hither 
He  fends  fo  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing, 
Which  had  fupcrfluous  kings  fcr  mefi'cngers3 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Amba£>acicr  frctn  Antony*. 

C<rf.  Approach,  and  fpcak. 
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^vr£.  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony, 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends, 
As  is  the  morn-dew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  fea. 

Caf.  Be  it  fo ;  Declare  thine  office. 

Amb,  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  folates  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  ^Egypt :  which  not  granted 
He  lelTens  his  requetis  ;  and  to  thee  fues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and  earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens :  This  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  cenfefs  thy  greatnefs  ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might ;  and  of  thee  craves 
The  circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Ca^f.  For  Antony, 
I  have  no  ears  to  his  requefc.    The  queen 
Of  audience*  nor  defire,  mall  fail ;  fo  ilie 
From  JEgyvt  drive  her  all-difgraced  friend, 
Or  take  his  life  there :  This  if  me  perform, 
She  (hall  not  fee  unheard.    So  to  them  both* 

Amb.  Fortune  purfue  thee  ! 

Caf.  Bring  him  through  the  bands. 

[Exit  Ambaffadcr* 
To  try  thy  eloquence;  now  'tis  time  :  Difpatch ; 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra :  promife,  f  To  Thy  reus. 
And  in  our  name,  what  fhe  requires  ;  add  more, 
From  thine  invention,  offers :  Women  are  not, 
In  their  beft  fortunes,  ftroag  ;  but  want  will  perjure 
The  ne'er  touch'd  veilal.  Try  thy  cunning,  Thyreusj 
Make  thine  own  edict  for  thv  pains,*  which  we 
Will  aufwec  as  a  law. 

Thyr,  Caefar,  I  go. 

Caf.  Obferve  hew  Antony  becomes  his  flaw; 
Ana  what  thou  think' ft  his  very  action  (peaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Tbjr.  Caviar,  I  AialL  [Exeurt, 

SCENE  XL 

The  Palace  in  Alexandria. 
Eater  Clccpatra,  Eaobarbv.x,  Cbarmian,  and  Iras* 
Qko:  What  fhall  we  do,  Enobarbos  \ 
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Eio.  Think,  and  die. 

dec.  Is  Aotonv,  or  we,  in  fault  for  this  ? 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reaibn.    What  though  vou  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whofe  feveral  ranges 
Frighted  each  other  ?  why  ihould  he  follow  ? 
The  itch  cf  his  affection  ihouid  not  then 
Have  nick'd  his  captainfnip  ;  at  fuch  a  point, 
When  half  to  half  the  world  oppos'd,  he  beh:g 
The  meered  queflicn  :  'Twas  a  fharne  no  lei's 
Than  wai  his  iofs,  to  courfe  your  flying  flags* 
And  leave  his  navy  ga2ing. 

CJEm.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Enter  Antony,  with  tie  dmhajfador* 

Ant,  Is  that  his  anfwer? 

Amb.  Ay.  my  lor  J. 

Ant.  Tne  queen  mail  then  have  coartefy, 
So  file  wiil  yield  us  up. 

Ami.  He  fays  fo« 

A *t.  Let  her  know  it  — 
To  t  .e  boy  Csefar  fend  this  grizzled  head, 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wifitel  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

dep.  Tlia:  he^d,  mv  lord  ? 

Ant.  To  him  again;  Tell  him  he  wears  the  rofe 

Of  vou  :a  upon  him ;  from  which,  the  world&ould  nc:e 

Something*  particular :  his  coin,  (hips,  legions, 

May  be  a  co ward's ;  whofe  miniflers  would  prevail 

t'r.ac  r  the  ferric*  of  a  child,  as  foon 

As  i'  the  command  of  C*ftf :  1  dare  him  therefore 

To  lav  Ms  gay  comparifons  apart, 

Ar.d  ai-fwer  me  declin'd,  fword  a^ainft  fword, 

Our;eivcs  alone  :  I'll  write  it;  follow  me.  ^ 

[Exeunt  Antony  an  A  Ju§Wm 
Eno.   Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Cae&r  will 
Umtate  his  happinefs,  and  be  laj'd  to  the  ihew 
Agaiafi  a  f*  order.    I  fee  men's  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes ;  and  things  outwar  d 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them, 
Tfl  (offer  all  alike.    That  he  fhonU  dream 


Act  111. 


ANTONY   AND  CLEOPATRA. 


3  4-7 


Knowing  all  meafures,   the  full  Casfar  will 
Anfvver  his  emptinefs  1  Csefar,  thou  hall  fubdued 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 
Attend.  A  meffenger  from  Ccrfar. 
Cleo.  What  ?  no  more  ceremony  I — Sec,  my  wo- 
men ! — 

Againft  the  blown  rofe  may  they  flop  their  ncfe, 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  buds. — Admit  him,  fir. 
Em.  Mine  honeity,  and  I,  begin  to  fqunre. 

The  loyalty,  well  held  to  fools,  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly  :  Yet,  he,  that  can  endure 
:o  follow  with  allegiance  a  fallen  lord,, 
Does  conquer  him  t,»at  did  his  mafter  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i'  the  itory. 

Enter  Thjreuj. 

Cleo.  Char's  villi 

Thyr.  Hear  it  apart. 

Cleo.  None  but  friends  ;  fay  boldly. 

Thyr.  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony, 

Em.  He  needs  as  many,  fir,  asCr^far  has; 
Cr  needs  not  us.    If  Caefar  pleafe,  our  mailer 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend  :  For  us,  you  know, 
Whole  he  is,  we  are,  and  that  is,  Cafar's. 

Thyr.  So.— 

Thus  then,  thou  mod  renowned;  C^far  intrcats- 
Not  to  confideir  in  "what  cafe  thou  ftand'ft 
Further  than  he  is  Caefar. 

Cleo.  Goon:  Right  royal. 

Thyr.  He  knows,  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
As  you  did  love,  but  as  you  fear'd  him. 

Cleo.  O! 

Thyr.  The  fears  upon  your  honour,  therefore,  he 
Does  pity,  as  conferained  blemiflies. 
Not  as  deferv'd. 

Cleo.  He  is  a  god,  and  knows 
What  is  moil  right :  Mine  honour  was  rrei  yielded^ 
But  conquer'd  merely. 

Em.  To  be  A: re  of  tkat,  [J/zrfr 
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I  will  afk  Antony. — Sir,  fir,  thou  art  fo  leaky, 

That  ^sve  mult,  leave  thee  to  thy  finking,  for 

Thv  dearelt  quit  thee.  [Exit  Enoborbus . 

Thyr.  Shall  I  fay  to  Csfar 
What  you  require  of  hirn  ?  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  defir'd  to  give.    It  much  would  pleafe  him. 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  would  make  a  ItafF 
To  lean  upon  :  but  it  would  warm  his  fpirits, 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Anto»y, 
And  put  yourfelf  under  his  fhroud,  n 
The  univerfal  landlord. 

Cleo.  What's  your  name  ? 

Thyr.  My  name  is  Thy  reus, 

Cleo.  Moft  kind  mefienger, 
Say  to  great  Casfar  this,  In  deputation 
I  kifs  his  conquering  hand:  tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at  his  feet,  and  there  tctkneel : 
Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying  breath  I  hear 
The  doom  of  ^Egypt. 

Thyr.  'Tis  your  nobleit.  ccurfe. 
Wifdom  and  fortune  combatting  together, 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  >vhat  it  can, 
No  chance  may  make  it.    Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cleo.  Your  Ccefar's  father  oft, 
When  he  had  mus'd  of  taking  kingdoms  in, 
Bellow 'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place, 
As  it  rain'd  kifles. 

Re-enter  Antony  ,  and  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders  1 — 
What  art  thou,  fellow  ? 

Thyr.  One,  that  but  performs 
The  bidding  of  the  fulieil  man,  and  wcrthieft 
To  have  command  obey'd. 

Eno.  You  v>  ill  be  whipped. 

Ant.   Approach,  there: — Ah,  you  kite! — Now 
gods  and  devils ! 
Authority  melts  from  me:  Of  late,  when  I  cry'd,  ho7 
Like  boys  unto  a  mufs,  kings  would  Mart  forth, 
And  cry,  your  nvili  ?  Have  you  no  ears  ?  I  am 
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Enter  Attendants, 
Antony  yet.    Take  hence  this  Jack,  and  whip  him. 

Eno.  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp, 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant,  Moon  and  liars  ! — 
Whip  him : — Were 't  twenty  of  the  greateli  tributaries 
That  do.acknovv ledge  Casfar,  mould  I  find  them 
So  faucy  with  the  hand  of  (he  here,  (What's  her  name. 
Since  fhe  was  Cleopatra  ?)-— Whip  him,  fellows, 
'Till,  like  a  boy,  you  fee  him  cringe  his  face, 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy  :  Take  him  hence. 
Thyr.  Mark  Antony,— 
Ant,  Tug  him  away  :  being  whipp'd, 
Bring  him  again  : — This  Jack  of  Caefar's  mall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him.- — 

[Exeunt  Aft,  with  Thy  reus. 
You  were  half  blafted  ere  1  knew  you  :— Ha  ! 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  unpreft  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race, 
And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  ? 
Cleo,  Good  my  lord, — 
Ant,  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever  :— 
But  when  we  in  our  vicioufnefs  grow  h  *rd, 
(O  rnifery  on't  \  )  the  wife  gods  fealour  eyes  ; 
In  our  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgments ;  make  ua 
Adore  our  errors ;  laugh  at  us,  while  we  itrut 
To  our  confufion. 

Cleo.  O,  is  it  come  to  this? 
Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  morfel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Ccsfar's  trencher  :  nay,  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompey's?  befides  what  hotter  hours, 
Unregifter'd  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxurioufly  pick'd  out  -.—For,  I  am  fure, 
Though  you.  can  guefs  what  temperance  mould  be, 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 
Clo,  Wherefore  is  this  ? 
Ant,  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards; 
And  fey,  God  quit  you  !  be  familiar  with 
Vol.'    VI.  F  f 
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My  play-fellow,  your  hand,  this  kingly  Teal, 

And  plighter  of  high  hearts ! — O,  that  I  were 

CJpon  the  hill  of  Bafan,  to  out-roar 

The  horned  heard !  for  I  have  favage  caufe  ; 

And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 

A  halter'd  neck,  winch  does  the  hangman  thank 

For  being  yare  about  him. — Is  he  whipp'd  ? 

Rc-e.-iier  Attcida?its>  with  T/ryreus. 

Attend.  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Cry'd  he;  and  begg'd  he  pardon  ? 

Attend.  He  did  aft  favour. 

Ant.  If  that  thy  father  lire,  let  him  repent 
Thou  waft  not  made  his  daughter;  and  be  thou  forry 
Tofjlio-A  C&far  in  his  triumph,  fince 
Thou  haft  been  whipp*d  for  following  him  :  hence- 
forth, 

The  whice  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee, 

Shake  thou  to  look  on't. — Get  thee  back  to  Cxfaf, 

Tell  him  thy  entertainment:  Look,  thou  fay, 

He  makes  me  angry  with  him:  for  he  feems 

Proud  and  difdainful ;  harping  on  what  I  am, 

Net  what  he  knew  I  was  :  He  makes  me  angry  ; 

And  at  this  time  moft  eafy  'tis  to  do't; 

When  m)  good-liars,  that  w  ere  my  former  guides, 

Have  empti  left  their  orbs,  and  mot  their  fres 

Into  the  abifm  of  bell.    If  he  miflike 

My  fpeech,  and  v  hat  is  done  ;  tell  him,  he  has 

Hip  parch  us,  my  infranchis'd  bondman,  whom' 

He  mat  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 

As  he  Qiall  lifce,  to  quit  me  :  Urge  it  thou  : 

Hence  with  thy  itripis,  begone.         [Exit  Tbyreus. 

CLo.  Have  you  done  yet  r 

Ant.  Alack,  onr  terrene  mcen 
Is  HOW  eclips'd  ;  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony  ! 

Cteo.  1  mufl  fta)  his  time. 

AnL  1  i  flatter  C  ihr,  w  ouli  you  mingle  eyes 
With  one  thtt  ries  his  points  ? 

Cl$o.  Not  know  me  yet? 
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Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  i 

Clec.  Ah,  dear,  if  it  be  fo, 
From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  mgender  hail, 
.And  poiion  it  in  the  fource  ;  and  the  fifft  ^lone 
Drop  in  my  neck  :  as  it  determines,  fo 
DkTolve  my  life  !  The  next  CrTarion  finite  \ 
'Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  JEgyptians  allj 
By  the  difcandying  of  this  pelleted  itcrm, 
Lie  gravelefs  ;  'till  the  rlies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey  ! 

Ant.  larnfatisfy'd  : 
Cxiar  fits  down  in  Alexandria  ;  where 
I  will  oppofe  his  fate.    Our  force  by  land 
Kath  nobly  held  ;  our  fever'd  navv  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  fleet,  threat'ning  mofl  feu-like. 
Where  haft  thou  been,  my  heart  ; — Doit  thou  hear, 
lady  ? 

If  from  the  field  I  mould  return  once  more 
To  kifs  thefe  lips,  I  v,  ill  appear  in  blood  ; 
I  and  my  fword  will  earn  my  chronicle  ; 
There  is  hope  in  it  yet. 

Cleo.  That's  my  brave  lord  ! 

Ant.  I  will  be  treble-fmew'd,  hearted,  breatlvd, 
And  fight  maliciously  :  for  when  mine  hours 
Were  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ranfom  lives 
Of  me  for  jeft  ;  but  now,  I'll  fet  my  teeth, 
And  fend  to  darknefs  all  that  flop  me. — Come, 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudy  night:  call  to  me 
All  my  fad  captains,  till  our  bowls ;  once  more 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Cleo.  It  is  my  birth-day  : 
I  had  thoughts,  to  have  held  it  poor;  bu :  8 
lord 

Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  We'll  yet  do  well. 

Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord. 

Ant.  Do  lb,  we'll  freak  to  them  ;  and  tc-n:^ht 
I'll  rnrrp 
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The  wine  peep  through  their  fears.— Come  on  my 

queen  ; 

There's  fap  in't  yet.    The  next  time  I  do  fight, 
I'll  make  death  love  me ;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  peftilent  fcythe. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  CkoK 
Enc.  Now  he'll  cut-ftare  the  lightning.    To  be 
furious, 

Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear :  and  in  that  mood, 

The  dove  tyill  peck  the  eftridge;  and  I  lee 'frill, 

A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain 

Reftore*  his  heart :  When  valour  preys  on  reafon, 

It  eats  the  (Word  it  fights  with.    I  will  feek 

Some  way  to  leave  him.  [Exit. 


\  C  T    IV.       SCENE  I. 

Cfjbrs  Camp  at  Alexandria. 
Enter  Cue  for >  reading  a  Letter;  Agrippa,Mccu;nas9l2c. 
Corf.  TIE  calls  me  boy  ;  and  chides,  as  he  had 

jlTJL  power 
To  Um:  me  out  of  /Egypt;  My  me&nger 
He  hath  v.  hipp'd  with  rods;  dares  me  to  perfonai 
combat, 

Cacfai  to  Anton*  :  Let  the  old  ruffian  know, 
j  have  many  Qthcr  ways  to  die;  mean  time, 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

Mec.  Cssfar  maft  think, 
When  one  fo  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.    Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  diftraction  :  Never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itfclf. 

Caf.  Let  our  beft  heads 
Know  ,  that  to-morrow  thclaft  of  many  battles 
We  mean  to  light  :— Within  our  files  there  are 
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Of  thofe  that  ferv'd  Mark  Antony  b  ut  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.    See  it  done  ; 
And  feaft  the  army  :  we  hive  ftore  to  do't, 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  wafte.    Poor  Antony  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

7he  Palace  at  Alexandria. 

Enter  Antony,,  and  Cleopatra,  Enoharbus ,  Cbarmian, 
Iras,  Alex  as,  with  ethers. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitius. 
Eno.  No. 

Ant.  Why  mould  he  not  \ 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  for- 
tune, 

He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To-morrow,  foldier, 
Bv  fea  and  land  I'll  fight  :  or  I  will  live, 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.    Woo't  thou  fight  well  ? 

Eno.  HI  finite;  and  cry,  Take  all 

Ant.  Well  faid  ;  come  on. — 
Call  forth  my  ho u mold  fervants  ;  let's  to-night 

Enter  Servants . 
Be  bounteous  at  our  meal. — Give  me  thy  hand, 
Thou  haii  been  rightly  honeft  ; — fo  haft  thou ; — 
And  thou; — and  thou  > — and  thou  v. — you  have  ferv'd 
me  well, 

And  kings  have  been  your  fellows. 
Cleo.  What  means  this  ? 

Eno.  [Afide.]  ' Tis  one  of  thoie  odd  tricks,  which, 
for  row  (hoots 
Out  of  the  mind. 

Ant.  And  thou  art  honeft  too. 
I  wiih,  I  could  be  made  fo  many  men  ; 
And  all  of  you  clapt  up  together  in 
An  Antony  ;  that  I  might  do  you  fervice,, 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Quints*  The  gods  forbid  ! 

Ffa 
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Ant.  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  ma  to-night: 
Scant  not  my  cups  ;  and  make  as  much  of  me, 
As  v,  hen  mine  empire  w  as  your  fellow  to, 
And  fufFer'd  mv  command, 

Cleo.  What  dees  he  mean? 

Ego.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

Ant.  Tend  me  to-night  ; 
May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty  : 
Haply,  you  mail  not  fee  me  more  ;  or  if, 
A  mangled  in  a  do  v.-  :  perchance,  to-morrow 
YcuTiierve  another  malter.    I  lock  on  you. 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.    Mine  honeft  friends* 
I  turn  you  not  away;  but,  like  a  malter 
Married  to  your  good  lervice,  ftay  'till  death: 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  afk  no  more, 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for'c  ! 

Emo.  V7hat  mean  you,  Jir, 
To  give  them  this  difcomfort  ?  Look,  they  weep  ; 
And  I,  an  ais,  am  onion-eyed  :  for  (name, 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho  ! 
Now  the  witch  take  me.  If  I  meant  it  thus  ! 
Grace  grow  where  rhofe  drops  fall !  My  hearty  friends, 
Ycu  take  me  in  tco  dolorou:  a  feme  : 
For  I  fp&ke  to  you  for  your  comfort ;  did  defire  you 
To  burn  thh  night  with  torches :  Know,  my  hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to-mcrrow  ;  and  will  lead  you, 
Where  rather  I'll  expect  victorious  life, 
Than  death  and  honour.    Let's  to  fupper, ;  come, 
A nd  d ro w  n  conndcration .  [  Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Befcrc  the  Palace. 
Er.ter  a  Company  cf  Soldiers. 

1  $>dd.  brother,  good-night :  to-morrowis  the  day. 

2  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way  :  Fare  you  well. 
Heard  you  of  nothing  Grange  about  the  ftrcets  ? 

1  Sold.  Nothing  :  vVhat  news  ? 

2  Scld.  Belike,  'tis  bat  a  rumour  ;  Good  nightto  you. 
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2  Sold.  Well,  fir,  good  night. 

\  They  meet  with  other  foldiers. 
2  Sold.  Soldiers,  have  careful  watch. 

1  Sold.  And  you  :  Good  night,  good  night. 

'They  place  them/elves  on  every  corner  or  the  ft  age. 

2  Sold.  Here  we:  and  if  to-morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  abfoiute  hope 
Our  landmen  will  ftand  up. 

1  Sold  'Tis  a  brave  army,  and  full  of  purpofe. 

[  Mujtc  of  hautboys  under  the  ft  age* 

2  Sold,  Peace,  whatnoife? 

1  Sold,  Lift,  life ! 

2  Sold.  Hark ! 

1  Sold,  Mafic  i'  the  air. 

3  Sold.  Under  the  earth. 

4  Sold.  It  figns  well,  does  it  not  ? 
3  Sold.  No. 

1  Sold,  Peace,  I  fay.    What  mould  this  mean  ? 

2  Sold.  The  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony  lov'd, 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  Sold.  Walk  ;  let's  fee  if  other  watchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do. 

2  Sold.  How  now,  mailers?  [Speak  together. 
Omnes.  How  now  ?  how  now  ?  do  you  hear  this  ? 

1  Sold.  Ay?  Is't  not  ftrange  ? 

3  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  matters  ?  Do  you  hear  ? 

1  Sold.  Follow  the  noife  fo  faras  we  have  quarter ; 
Let's  fee  how  it  will  give  off. 

Omnes.  Content: — 'Tis  ftrange.  \ Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Cleopatra?  s  Palace, 
Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  with  Char?nian}  and  ethers, 
Ant,  Eros!  mine  armour !  Eros  ! 
Cleo.  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant.  No,  my  chuck. — Eros,  come;  mine  armour, 
Eros ! 

Enter  hros,  with  armour. 
Come,  good  fellow,  put  thine  iron  on  :--« 
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If  fortune  be  not  ours  to  day,  it  is 
Becaufe  we  bra\re  her.-— Come. 
Cleo.  Nay,  I'll  help  too. 

Ant.  What's  this  for  ?  Ah,  let  be,  let  be,  thou  art 
The  armourer  of  my  heart  :•—  Fslfe,  falfe  ;  this,  this. 

Cleo.  ^'ooth,  la,  I'll  help:  Thus  it  mull  be. 

Ant.  Well,  well ; 
We  mall  thrive  now.  —  - Seefi  thou,  mv  good  fellow  > 
Go,  put  on  thy  defences. 

Eros.  Briefly,  fir. 

Cleo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well  ? 

Ant.  Rarely,  rarely. 
He  that  unbuckles  this,  'till  we  do  pleafe 
To  doff  it  for  our  rcpofe,  (hall  hear  a  rlorm.--- 
Thou  fumbleit,  Eros  ;  and  my  queen's  a  fquire 
More  tight  at  this  than:  thou  :  Difpatch,  O  love, 
That  th  u  could'ft  fee  my  wars  to-dav,  and  know'fl 
The  royal  occupation !  thou  fhould'ft  fee 

Enter  an  Ojp.cer  armed. 
A  workman  in't. — Good  morrow  to  thee  ;  welcome  : 
Thou  look'fl  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge; 
To  bufinefs  that  we  love,  we  rifle  berime* 
And  go  to  it  with  delight. 

Oj\  At  hoi:  land,  iir. 
Earl*  thorgh  it  be  ,  have  cn  their  rivetted  trim, 
And  at  the  port  ejepefi  you .  [  Shout.  Trumpets  jlcurijb. 
Enter  zii  ir  OjfUers,  amd  Soldiers. 

Cap.  The  morn  is  fair. — Good  morrow,  general! 

Ail.  Good  morrow  j  general! 

A:it.  '1  is  well  blown,  lads. 
This  morning,  like  the  fpiritofa  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. — 
So,  fo  ;  co:r.e,  give  me  that:  this  way  ;  well  laid. 
Fare  thee  well,  dame,  whate'er  becomes  of  me  : 
This  is  a  Soldiers  kifs  :  rebukable,  \KiJju  her* 

And  *  orthy  (hamefol  check  it  were,  to  (tend 
On  more  mechanic  compliment  j  I'll  leave  thee 
Now,  like  a  man  of  fteel. — You,  that  *  ill  fight* 
Follow  mc  clofe  \  I'll  bring  you  to't. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Antx  Oncers,  Ifc* 
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Char.  Pleafe  you  retire  to  your  chamber  ? 

Cleo.  Lead  me. 
He  goes  forth  galbntly.    That  he  and  Cccfar  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  fingle  figiit  1 
Then,  Antony, — But  now, — Well,  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Near  Alexandria, 
frumpets  found.    Enter  Antony,  and  Eros  j  a  Soldier 
meeting  them. 

Sold.  The  godj  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony  ! 

Ant.  'Would,  thou  and  tftofe  thy  fears  had  once 
prevail'd 
To  make  a  fight  at  land  ! 

Eros.  Had  it  thou  done  fo, 
The  kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  foldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  flill 
Follow'd  thy  heels. 

Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ? 

Eros.  Who  I 
One  ever  near  thee  :  Call  for  Enobarbus, 
He  fhall  not  hear  thee  ;  or  from  Caefar's  camp 
Sav,  1  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  foy'ft  thou  ? 

Sold.  Sir, 
He  is  with  Cxfar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chefts  and  treafure 
He  has  not  with  him. 

Ant.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Sold.  Moil  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  fend  his  treafure  after ;  do  it  ^ 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  ;  write  to  him 
(I  will  fubferibe)  gentle  adieus,  and  greetings  : 
Say,  that  I  wiuh  he  never  find  morecaufe 
To  change  a  mailer. — O,  my  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  hoaeit  men  ! — Difpatch.— Enobarbus  ! 

\Exeun?± 
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SCENE  VI. 

Cxfar:  Camp. 
^nf-:r    C&far,   Agrippa,  -jLiib  Enobarbus  and  others. 

Cxf.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  £.nd  begin  the  fight : 
Our  wifl  is.  Antony  be  took  alive  ; 
Make  it  To  known; 

Agr.  Cxilr,  I  Qttll.  Agrippa. 

Caf.  The  rime  of  cniverf?.l  peace  is  near  : 
Prove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  tbree^-nook'd  v.  orld 
btuli  bear  the  olive  freely. 

2T;;ftr  Mejenger, 

Xtef.  Antony 
Is  corr.e  into  (fee  £e!d. 

C<r/I  Go.  charge  Agrippa 
Plant  thofe  fhat  have  revolted  in  the  vant, 
That  Antony  may  feern  to  fpend  his  fury 
Upon  himfelf.  [Exeur.t  Cx/ar, 

£kc.  Ale.wis  did  revolt  ;  and  went  to  Jewry,  on 
ArTairs  of  Antony  ;  there  did  perfuade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himfelf  to  Cs?far, 
And  leave  his  rnaiter  Antony:  for  this  pains, 
Czfar  hathhar.g'd  him.    Canidics,  and  the  red 
Tr.a  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  truit.    1  have  done  ill  ; 
Of  which  I  do  accufe  myfelf  fo  forely, 
That  I  m  ill  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  of  C&jar 's 

SdU.  Enobarb^!,  Antony 
Hath  after  thee  fcot  all  thy  treafure,  with 
His  bojnty  over-plus:  The  meiTenger 
C~rre  on  ray  £uard  ;  and  at  thy  tent  is  now, 
Unloading  cf  his  mules. 

tno.  I  give  it  you. 

ScJz.  Mock  not,  Enobarbu;, 
J  tell  ycu  true  :  Belt  you  fafed  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  hoft ;  I  nod  attend  mine  o*nce, 
Or  would  ha-,  c  done  'c  mvieif.    Ybox  emperor 
Coqfhwei  KB  a  Jove.  [Exk* 
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Eno.  I  am  alone  the  vii'ain  of  the  earth, 
And  feel  1  am  lo  Hi  oft.    O  Antonv> 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  wouidir  thou  have  paid 
My  better  fervice,  *  hen  my  turpitude 
Thou  do^i  fo  crown  with  gold  ?  Tins  blows  my  heart  : 
If  fv  in  thought  break  it  net,  a  fvvifcer  mean 
Shall  out-lh  iLe  thought ;  but  thought  v ill  co't,  I  feel. 

I  fight  againft  thee,  !  No  :  I  will  go  feek 

Some  ditch,  «  herein  to  die  :  the  foul'it  bejt  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life.  [Exit, 

SCENE  VII. 

Before  the  Walls  of  Alexandria. 
Alarum,*    Drums  and  Trumpets*  Enter  Agriffa^  and 
of  kerr, 

Agr.  Retire,  ve  have  engag'd  ourfelve-  too  far : 
Caefar  himfelf  has  woik,  and  oar  oppre.kon 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [Exeunt, 
Alarum.    Enter  Antpny%  and  Scants*  *tvounded. 

tear.  O  rny  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed  ! 
Had  we  done  (a  at  firft,  wje  had  driven  them  home 
With  cloats  about  their  heads. 

Ant.  Thou  bleed'fl  apace. 

Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  new  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  We'll  beat  'em  into  bench-holes  5  I  have  yet 
Room  for  fix  (botches  more. 

Safer  Eros. 

Eros.  They  are  beaten,  fir :  aad  ocr  advantage  fervea 
For  a  fair  viilory. 

Scar.  Let  us  fcore  their  backs. 
And  fnatca  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind: 
*Tis  fport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 
Once  for  thy  iprightly  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.    Come  :hec  en. 

Scar.  I'll  hair  after.  [E::e::?-. 
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UxJer  the  Walls  sf  AuxcmdriA. 
JllarxK .    E  *UrAmUxj  cgcJs  ie  a  s^zrch.    Smarms  tjcitb 

ctbrri. 

A .  We  hare best  aim  to  his  cam p .  Ran  one  before, 
And  let  the  queen  kno^  of  out  gueics. — To-morrow, 

Before  the  fun  ihall  fee  *s,  we'll  fpill  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  efcap'd.    I  thank  yoo  aJl ; 
For  doughty  handed  are  yoo  :  and  hare  fought 
Nc  t  £.5  yen  ferr'd  the  caufe,  bat  as  it  had  been 
Earn  maa '5  like  mine  ;  yea  have  Lhewa  all  Hector: 
Eater  the  city,  clip  7 car  naves,  year  friends, 
Tel:  them  year  feats  ;  ^hiift  they  wirn  joyful  tears 
"•7< "sh  the  •::  rgeilner:  ::rr  vc  it  ~  r  rrd?.  md 
Tr;  r:    =  :  ~1— le. — Give  r.e  z:~  hind  : 

[21  bra. 

Eztcr  C^frT.zTrj. 
To  :lri  grea:  fairy  I  "Ilcommeai  thy  act-:, 

'  1.  ;e  ;     :haak:  rler  :ree.  O  the-  day  o'  the 

world, 

Chain  mine  arm'dneck;  leap  thoe,  attire  and  nil. 
Thr.    rh  r  : : :  :i  ramefi  :c  12}  heart,  ^ad  :„ere 

:r  :  e  car::  iziu~  rriag. 
Clea.  Lord  of  irrdf  ! 
C  lrar:tr  rirtae  .  ccma  thca  anilirr  frcm 
Tic  v.  or'.d "5  grei:  fairs.  2c:icrr:  ? 

.-.  My  rJghtin^ale. 
Wie  hare  beat  them  to  their  beds.     What,  girl? 

tllira  t  T  r  v 

Do  (omething  mingle  with  our  younger  brown ;  yet 
have  we 

A  :-ai  :ha:  nc.riihe:  car        e-.  sad  can 
G  r:  ~«     ftr  rail  c;  y:ath.    Beheld  th:?  mm  ; 
C  era  "a  end  pnto  hi*  lip?  thy  favouring  hiad  ; — 
K:.:"r     rv  -  sari:r  : — H:  hith  fcugh:  :r-day. 

if  2  r:  -    i  .  12:1  c:  mankind,  hid 
Deflrcy  d  m  loch  2  fhape. 
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C/eo.  I'll  give  thee,  friend, 
An  armour  ail  of  gold  ;  it  was  a  king's. 

Ant.  He  has  deferv'd  it,  were  it  car  bunded 
Like  holy  Phoebus'  car.-— Give  me  thy  hand  j— 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march  ; 
Bear  our  hacked  targets  like  the  men  that  owe  them: 
Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 
To  camp  this  heft,  we  would  all  fup  together 
And  drink  caroufes  to  the  next  day's  fate, 
Which  promifes  royal  peril.-— Trumpeters, 
With  brazen  din  blait  you  the  city's  ear; 
Make  mingle  with  our  rattling  tabourines : 
That  heaven  and  earth  may  ftrike  their  founds  together, 
Applauding  our  approach,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX. 
Ccrfar* s  Camp. 
Ente  r  a  Cent Ixe!,  and  his  company.   Enobarbus  follow:. 

Ct?;t.  If  we  be  not  reliev'd  within  this  hour, 
We  muS  return  to  the  court  of  guard  ;  The  night 
Is  fokiy;  and,  they  fay,  we  mall  embattle 
By  the  fecond  hciir  i'  the  morn. 

1  Sold.  This  iait  day  was  a  fhrewd  one  to  us, 
E>:o.  O,  bear  me  witnefs,  night!  — 

2  Sold.  What  man  is  this  ? 

i  Sold.  Stand  clofe,  and  lift  him. 

Euo.  Be  witnefs  to  me,  O  thou  ble/Ted  moon. 
When  men  revolted  mall  upon  record 
Hear  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent ! 

Cent.  Enobarbus ! 

3  Sold.  Peace  ;  hark  further. 

End.  O  fovereign  miftrefs  of  true  melancholy, 
The  poifonous  damp  of  night  difpunge  upon  me  ; 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will. 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me  :  Throw  nay  heart 
Again!*  the  flint  and  hardnefs  of  my  fault ; 
Which,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
And  finifh  all  foul  thoughts.    O  Antonv, 
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Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous, 

Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular  ; 

But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  regiiler 

A  matter- leaver,  and  a  fugitive  : 

O  Antony  !  O  Antony  !  [ Dies. 

1  So; J.  Let's  fpeak  to  him. 

Cent.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  fpeaks 
May  concern  Csfar. 

2  Sold.  Let's  do  fo.    But  he  ileeps. 

Cent.  Swoons  rather  :  for  fo  bad  a  prayer  as  hi? 
IrVa?  never  yet  for  ileep. 

1  Sal4.  Go  we  to  him. 

2  Sz!d.  Awake,  fir,  awake ;  fpeak  to  us. 

1  Sold.  Kear  you,  fir  ? 

€e?:t.  The  hand  of  death  hath  raught  him. 

|" Drmns  afar  off. 

Hark,  how  the  drums  demurely  wake  the  Beepers  ; 
Let's  bear  him  to  the  court  of  guard ;  he  is 
Of  note,  cur  hour  is  fully  out. 

2  Sc/d.  Come  on  then : 

Jte        recover  yet.  [Exeunt  mth  the  body. 

SCENE  X. 
Between  the  ttv§  Ca*nfs. 
ErAer  Antony,  and  Scdtrmz,  «M  timr  Army. 
Ant.  Their  preparation  is  to-day  by  fea^ 
%Ve  pleafe  them  not  by  land. 
Bear.  For  both,  mv  lord. 

Ant.  I  »  oald  they'd  f.gh:  i?  the  fire,  or  in  the  air; 
We'd  fxglit  there  too.    Bat  this  it  is  ;  Our  foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  city, 
Shall  ftay  with  us :  order  for  fca  is  given  ; 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven, 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  beil  diicover, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exeunt* 
E?:ter  Cajkr  and  bis  army. 

C/rf.  But  being  charg'd,  we  will  be  dill  by  land, 
"which,  as  I  take  it,  we  ihall  ;  for  his  beft  force 
If  forth  to  man  his  gallics.    To  the  vales. 
And  hold  our  beft  advantage.  [Exeunt. 
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Re-enter  Antony ,  a.id  Scar  us. 
A/it.  Yet  they're  not  join'd  :  Wnere  yonder  pine 
does  itand, 
I  fnail  difcover  all  :  I'll  bring  thee  word 
Straight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  [Exit. 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 
In  Cleopatra's  Tails  their  nells :  the  augurers 

Say,  they  know  not,  they  cannot  tell ;  look 

grimly, 

And  dare  not  fpeak  their  knowledge.    Antony  • 
3s  valiant  and  dejected  ;  and,  by  ftarts, 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear, 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not.  [Exit 
Alarum  afar  eff,  as  at  a  Sea-fight,  / 
Re-enter  Antcnj. 
Amt.  All  is  loft; 
This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betrayed  me  : 
My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe  ;  and  yonder 
They  call  their  caps  up,  and  caroufe  together 

Like  friends  long  lo:t.  Triple- tum'd  whore  !  'tis 

thou 

Haft  fold  me  to  this  novice  ;  and  my  heart 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee. — Bid  them  all  fly  ; 
For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  charm, 
I  have  done  all : — Bid  them  all  fly,  be  gone. 
O  fun,  thy  uprife  (ball  1  fee  no  more  : 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here ;  even  here 

Do  we  make  hands.  Ail  come  to  this  ? — —The 

hearts 

That  fpaniel'd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wiihes,  do  difcandv,  melt  their  fweets 
On  bioflbrnmg  C^far;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd, 
That  over-topp'd  them  all.    Betray'd  1  am: 
O  this  falfe  foul  of  ^Egvpt !  this  grave  charm, — 
Whofe  eve  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  call'd  thee 
home ; 

V/hofe  bofom  was  my  crownet,  my  chief  end. — 
Like  a  right  gipfy,  hath,  at  fail  and  loofe, 
BegaiMd  me  to  the  very  hear:  of  bis- 
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What,  Eros,  Eros ! 

Enter  Clesfcira. 
Ah,  thcu  {pell !  A  vaunt. — 

Clez,  Why  is  my  lord  enrag'd  again:!  his  love  ? 

Ant.  Vanifh  ;  or  I  fhall  give  thee  thy  defer ving, 
And  biemifh  C-3efars  triumph.    Let  him  take  thee, 
And  boil!  thee  up  to  the  Ihouting  Plebeians  : 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greateft  fpot 
Of  all  thy  fex  ;  molt  monfler-like,  be  (hewn 
For  poor'il  diminutives  to  dolts  ;  and  let 
Patient  Odtavia  plough  thy  vifage  up 
With  her  prepared  nails.    'Tis  well  thou'rt  gone, — 

[Exit  Ckc/atra. 
If  it  be  well  to  live  :  But  better  'twere, 
Thou  feli'it  into  my  fury  ;  for  one  death 

Might  have  prevented  many.— Eros,  ho  !  

The  fort  of  NeiTus  is  upon  me  :  Teach  me, 
Alcides,  thou  mine  anceftor,  thy  rage : 
Let  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon ; 
And  with  thole  hands,  that  grafp'd  the  heaviefl  club, 
Subdue  my  wohnieft  felf.    The  which  (hall  die ; 
To  the  young  PvOman  bgy  fhe  hath  fold  me,  and  1  fall 
Under  taispict:  ihe  dies  for't.— Eros,  ho!  [Exit. 

SCENE  XL 

Clezpat  ra '  s  Pa! a  re . 

F.r.fer  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Cue.  Help  ire,  mv  women!  O,  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  hisfhkld;  the  boar  of  ThefTaly 
Was  never  fo  embofs'd. 

Cl  zr.  To  the  monument ; 
There  lock  yourfcif.  and  iend  him  word  you  are  dead. 
The  foul  and  body  rive  not  more  at  parting, 
Than  greatnefs  going  off. 

To  the  monument:  — 
Mar-:  ".in,  ^o  tell  him  I  ha\e  fiain  my  felf ; 
Say,  that  the  teA  1  fpoke  was,  Antonv, 
And  word  it,  pr^ythce,  piteculy  :  Hence  Mardian, 
And  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death.- -To  the  roo- 
rument.  \  Exe^t- 


A3  IV. 


ANTONY    AND  CLEOPATRA. 


SCENE  XII. 
The  Same, 
Enter  Antony,  and  Eros. 
Ant.  Eros,  thou  yet  beholcTH  ine  ? 
Eros.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant.  Sometime,  Ave  fee  a  cloud  that's  dragonifli ; 
A  vapour,  fometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  tower 'd  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon't,  that  nod  unto  the  world, 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air  :  Thou  haft  feen  thefe 
figns ; 

They  are  black  vefper's  pageants. 
Eros.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  That,  which  is  now  a  horfe,  even  with  a 
thought, 

The  rack  diflimns ;  and  makes  it  indiftindl, 
As  water  is  in  water. 
Eros.  It  does,  my  lord. 

Ant.  My  good  knave,  Eros,  now  thy  captain  is 
Even  fuch  a  body  :  here  I  am  Antony  ; 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  viiible  fhape,  my  knave. 
I  made  thefe  wars  for  ./Egypt ;  and  the  queen, — 
Whofe  heart,  I  thought,  I  had,  for  me  had  mine  ; 
Which,  v>  hilll  it  was  mine,  had  annex'd  unto  't 
A  million  more,  now  loft, — ihe,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Csefar,  and  falfeplay'd  my  glory 
Unto  an  enemy's  triumph. — 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros :  there  is  left  us 
Ourfelves  to  end  ourfelves.  O,  thy  vile  lady  ! 

Enter  Mardian* 
She  has  robb'd  me  of  my  fvvord. 

Mar.  No,  Antony; 
My  miflrefs  lov'd  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  entirely. 

Ant.  Hence,  faucy  eunuch ;  peace ; 
She  hath  betray 'd  me,  and  mail  die  the  death. 

G  g  2  • 
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flier.  Death  of  one  perfon  can  be  paid  but  once ; 
And  that  ihe  hath  difcharg'd  :  What  thou  would'ft  do, 
Iz,  dene  unto  thy  hand ;  the  laft  me  fpake 
Was,  Antony  !  moil  noble  Antony  ! 
Then  in  the  midft  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  naire  of  Antony  ;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips  ;  lhe  render'd  life, 
The  name  fo  bury 5 d  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead  then? 

Mar.  Dead. 

Ant.  Unarm,  Eros ;  the  long  day's  talk  is  done, 
And  we  mult  fleep  :— That  thou  depart'ft  hence  fafe, 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly;  Go. — Off,  pluck  off: — 

[Exit  Mardiath 
The  (even-fold  fhield  cf  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart.    O,  cleave,,  my  fides  I 
Heart,  once  be  flrcnger  than  thy  continent, 
Crack  thy  frail; cafe  ! — Apace,  Eros,  apace.— 
No  more  a  foldier  :— Bruifed  pieces,  go  ; 
You  have  been  nobly  borne. — From  me  a  while.--- 

[Exit  Eros, 

I  will  o'ertake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.    So  it  mull  be,  for  now 
AH  length  ip  torture  :— Since  the  torch  is  out, 
Lie  down,  and  flray  no  further:  Now  all  labour 
Mars  what  it  does  ;  yea,  very  force  entangles 
Itfelf  v.ith  flrength :  Seal  then,  and  all  is  done.— 
Eros         come,  my  queen  :-- -Eros  !---Stay  for  me  : 
Where  fouls  do  couch  on  flowers,  we'll  hand  in  hand, 
And  with  our  fprightly  pert  make  the  ghofts  gaze  ; 
Dido  and  her  ^neas  mall  want  troops, 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours,-— Come,  Eros,  Eros  ! 
Re-e?;ter  Eros, 

Eros,  What  would  my  lord  ? 

Ant.  Since  Cleopatra  dyrd, 
I  haveliv'd  in  fuch  difhonour,  that  the  gods 
Deteft  my  bafenefs.    I,  that  with  my  fword 
Quarter'd  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
With  (hips  made  cities,  condemn  myfelf,  to  lack 
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The  courage  of  a  woman,  lefs  noble  mind 
Than  fne,  which,  by  her  death,  our  Cc^far  tells, 
1  am  conqueror  of  myfelf.    Thou  art  fworn,  Eros, 
That,  when  the  exigent  mould  come,  (which  now 
Is  come,  indeed)  when  I  mould  fee  behind  me 
The  inevitable  proiecution  of 
Difgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  command, 
Thou  then  would'ft  kill  me  :  do't,  the  time  is  come: 
Thou  ftrik'ft  not  me,  'tis  Caefar  thou  defeat'ft. 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Eros.  The  gods  withhold  me  ! 
Shall  I  do  that,  which  all  the  Parthian  darts, 
Though  enemy,  loft  aim,  and  could  not? 

Ant.  Eros, 

Would'ft  thou  be  window 'd  in  great  Rome,  and  fee 
Thy  mafter  thus  with  pleach'd  arms,  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,  his  face  fubdu'd 
To  penetrative  fhame  ;  whiift  the  wheel'd  feat 
Of  fortunate  Cr-far,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  bafenefs  that  enfued  ? 
Eros.  I  would  not  fee  't. 

Ant>  Come  then;  for  with  a  wound  I  muft  be  cur'd. 
Draw  that  thy  honeft  fword,  which  thou  haft  worn 
Mofi  ufeful  for  thy  country. 

Eros.  O,  fir,  pardon  me. 

Ant.  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  fwor'ft  thou  not 
then 

To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee  ?  Do  it  at  once  ; 

Or  thy  precedent  fervices  are  all 

But  accidents  unpurpes'd.    Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance, 
Wherein  the  worihip  of  the  whole  world  lies. 

Ant.  Lo  thee. —  [Turning  from  him. 

Eros.  My  fword  is  drawn. 

Am.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 
The  thins*  why  thou  haft  drawn  it. 

Eros.  My  dear  mafter, 
My  captain,  and  my  emperor!  let  me  fay, 
Before  I  ftrike  this  bloody  ftroke,  farewell, 
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Ant.  5Tis  faid,  man; — and  farewell. 

Eros.  Farewell,  great  chief.    Shall  I  flrike  now  ? 

Ant.  Now,  Eros. 

Eros.  Why,  there  then  : — Thus  do  I  efcape  the 
forrow  [  Eros  kills  himftlf. 

Of  Antony's  death.  [Dies. 

Ant.  Thrice  nobler  than  myfelf ! 
Thou  teacher!  me,  O  valiant  Eros,  what 
I  mould,  and  thou  could'rt  not.  My  queen  and  Eros 
Have,  by  their  brave  inftruction,  got  upon  me 
A  noblenefs  in  record  :  But  I  will  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into 't 
As  to  a  lover's  bed.    Come  then;  andj  Eros, 
Thy  mailer  dies  thy  fcholar ;  to  do  thus 

[Falling  on  his  Jhvord. 
I  learn'd  of  thee.    How  !  not  dead  r  not  dead  ? — 
The  guard  ? — how  ! — O,  difpatch  me. 

Enter  D  ere  etas,  and  Guards. 

1  Guard.  What's  the  noife  ? 

Ant.  I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends ;  O,  make 
an  end 
Of  what  I  have  begun. 

2  Guard.  The  ilar  is  fallen. 

1  Guard.  And  time  is  at  his  period. 
All.  Alas,  and  woe ! 

Ant.  Let  him  that  loves  rae,  ftrike  me  dead. 

1  Guard.  Not  I. 

2  Guard.  Nor  I. 

3  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  [Exeunt. 
Der.  Thy  death  and  fortune  bid  thy  follov  ers  fly. 

This  fword  but  (hewn  to  Cssfar,  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diornedes. 
Dio.  Where's  Antony  ? 
Der.  There,  Diomed,  there. 
Dio.  Lives  he  ?  Wilt  thou  not  anfwer,  man? 

[Exit  Dercetns. 

Ant.  Art  thou  there,  Diomed?  Draw  thy  fword. 
and  give  mc 
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Sufficing  ftrokes  for  death. 

Die.  Moft  abfolute  lord, 
My  mi  fire  Is  Cleopatra  fen  t  me  to  thee. 

Ant.  When  did  {he  fend  thee? 

Die.  Now,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  me  ? 

Die.  Lock'd  in  her  monument,  me  had  a  prophe- 
A  ing  fear 

Of  what  hath  come  to  pafs :  for  w  hen  fhe  faw 
(Which  never  fliall  be  found;  you  did  fufpedt 
She  had  difpos'd  an  ith  Cffar,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  p  urg'd,  me  fent  you  w  ord  me  was  dead ; 
But,  fearing  fince  E$w  it  n-.ight  work,  hath  fent 
Me  to  pr  claim  the  truth ;  and  1  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant.  Too  late,  good  Diomed  : — Call  my  guard, 
I  pr'ythee. 

Die.  What,  ho  !  the  emperor's  guard  !  The  guard, 
what,  ho ! 
Come,  your  lord  calls. 

Enter  a  Guard. 
Ant.  Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides  ; 
'Tis  the  la£  fervice  that  I  mall  command  you. 

I  Guard.  Woe,  woe,  are  we,  £r,  you  may  net 
live  to  wear 
All  your  true  followers  out. 
All  Moil  heavy  day  ! 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  pleafe  {harp 
fate 

To  grace  it  with  your  forrows  :  bid  that  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punim  us,  and  we  punim  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.    Take  me  up : 
I  have  ied  you  oft;  carry  me  now,  good  friends, 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all.  [Extort*  bearing  Antony. 

SCENE  XIII. 
A  Mentor. ent. 
Bite**  Cleopatra,    Charmiany  and  Ira;,  alo~je. 
Clto.  O  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 
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Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  madam. 

Cleo.  No,  I  will  not  : 
All  ftrangeand  terrible  events  are  welcome, 
But  comforts  we  defpife;  our  fcze  of  forrow, 
Proportion'd  to  ourcaufe,  muftbe  as  great 

Enter  DiomeJes. 
As  that  which  makes  it.-— How  now  ?  is  he  dead? 

Dio.  His  death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'  the  other  fide  your  monument, 
His  guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter  Antony,  b erne  by  the  guard. 

Cleo.  O  fun, 

Burn  the  great  fphere  thou  mov'ft  in  :—  darkling  ftand 
The  varying  ihore  o'  the  world  !— -O  Antony  ! 
Antony,  Antony ! 

Help.,  Charmian,  help;  Iras,  help;  help,  friends 
Below;  let's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant.  Peace : 
Not  C~far's  valour  hath  o'erthrow  n  Antony,, 
Bui  Antony's  hath  triumph'd  on  itfelf. 

Cleo.  So  it  mould  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony  ;  but  woe  'tis  fo  ! 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  ^gypt,  dying  ;  only 
I  here  importune  death  a  while,  until 
Of  many  thoufand  kiiTes  the  poor  laft 
I  lay  upon  tr  y  lips. — 

Cleo.  1  dare  not, 
Dear,  dear,  my  lord,  pardon  ;  I  dare  not, 
Left  I  be  taken  :  not  the  imperious  fhsw 
Of  the  fu!l-fortun'd  Caefar  ever  fhall 
Be  brooch'd  with  me  :  if  knife,  drugs,  ferpents,  have 
Edge,  fting,  or  operation,  I  am  fafe. 
Your  wife  Oftavia,  with  her  modeft  eyes, 
And  ftill  conclufion,  fhall  acquire  no  honour 
Demurring  upon  me.    But  come,  come,  Antony, — 
Help  me,  my  women, — we  muil  draw  thee  up ; — 
AIM,  good  friends. 

Ant.  O,  quick,  or  I  am  gone, 

Cleo.  Here's  fport,  indeed  I — How  heavy  weighs 
my  lord  ! 
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Our  Hrength  is  all  gone  into  heavinefs, 
That  makes  the  weight :  Had  I  great  Juno's  pov/er, 
The  ftrong-wingM  Mercury  mould  fetch  thee  up, 
And  fet  thee  by  Jove's  fide.    Yet  corne  a  little, — 
Withers  were  ever  fools; — O,  come, come,  come  ; — 
[  They  draew  Antony  up  to  Cleopatra. 
And  welcome,  welcome  !  die,  where  thou  hail  liv'd: 
Quicken  with  kilhng  ; — had  my  lips  that  power, 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out. 

All.  A  heavy  fight  ! 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  ^gypt,  dying  : 
Give  me  fome  wine,  and  let  me  fpeak  a  little. 

Cleo.  No,  let  me  fpeak;  and  let  me  rail  fo  high, 
That  the  falfe  houfwife  Fortune  break  her  wheel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant.  One  word,  fweet  queen  : 
Of  Caefar  feek  your  honour  with  your  fafety.— O  !— 

Cleo.  They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant.  Gentle,  hear  me  :  

None  about  Caefar  truft,  but  Prcculeius. 

Cleo.  My  refolution,  and  my  hands,  I'll  truft, 
None  about  Caefar. 

Ant.  The  miferable  change  now  at  my  end, 
Lament. nor  forrow  at :  but  pleafe  your  thoughts 
In  feeding  them  with  thofe  my  former  fortunes 
Wherein  I  liv'd,  the  greateit.  prince  o'  the  world, 
The  nobleft :  and  do  now  not  bafely  die, 
-Nor  cowardly ;  put  oif  my  helmet  to 
My  countryman,  a  Roman,  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquifh'd.    Now,  my  fpirit  is  going  ; 
I  can  no  more.   [Antony  dies. 

Cleo.  Nobleft  of  men,  woo't  die  ? 
Hall  thou  no  care  of  me  ?  mall  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  abfence  is 
No  better  than  a  flye  ? — O,  fee,  my  women, 
The  crown  o'  the  earth  doth  melt  : — My  lord  ! — — 
O,  wither' d  js  the  garland  of  the  w  ar, 
The  foldier's  pole  is  fallen  ;  young  boys,  and  girls, 
Are  level  ivdw  with  men  :  the  odds  is  gone, 
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And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 

Beneath  the  vifiting  moon.  [She faints. 

Char.  O,  quietnefs,  lady. 

Iras.  She  is  dead  too,  oar  fovereign. 

Char.  Lady  ! 

Iras.  Madam  !— 

Char.  O  madam,  madam,  madam,  — 

Iras.  Royal  ^Egypt !  empreis  ! 
Char.  Peace,  peace,  Iras. 

Cleo.   No  more — but  e'en  a  woman ;  and  com- 
manded 

By  fuch  poor  paHion  as  the  maid  that  milks, 
And  does  the  meaner!  chares. — It  wer£for  me 
To  throw  my  fceptre  at  the  injurious  gods ; 
To  tell  them,  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs, 
'Till  they  had  ftolen  our  jewel.    All's  but  naught ; 
Patience  is  fottifh  ;  and  impatience  does 
Become  a  dog  that's  mad  :  Then  is  it  fin, 
To  rum  into  the  fecret  houfe  of  death, 
Ere  death  dare  come  to  us  ? — How  do  you,  women? 
What,  what  ?  good  cheer  !  Why,  how  now,  Char- 
mian  ? 

My  noble  girls ! — Ah,  women,  women!  look, 

Our  lamp  is  fpent,   it's  out  :  Good  firs,  take 

heart :  

We'll  bury  him:  and  then,  what's  brave,  what's 
noble, 

Let's  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  famion, 

And  make  death  proud  to  take  us.     Come,  away 

This  cafe  of  that  huge  fpirit  now  is  cold. 

Ah,  women,  women!  come;  we  have  no  friend 

But  refolution,  and  the  briefer!  end. 

\ixeunt>  bearing  off  Antony's  body. 
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A  C  T    V.       SCENE.  1. 

Cafar's  Camp. 

Enter  Cafar,  dgrippa,  Dolabella,  Meeanas,  G alius. 
Proculeius,  and  train, 

Caf.         O  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield  ; 

\JT  Being  fo  fruftrated,  tell  him,  he  mocks 
The  paufes  that  he  makes. 

Dot.  Cccfar,  I  mall.  [Exit  Dolabella. 

Enter  Dercetas,  with  the  fword  of  Antony. 

Caf.  Wherefore  is  that  ?  and  what  art  thou  that 
dar'ft 
Appear  thus  to  us  ? 

Der.  I  am  call'd  Dercetas ; 
Mark  Antony  I  ferv'd,  who  bell  was  worthy 
Bed  to  be  ferv'd  :  whiift  he  flood  up,  and  fpoke. 
He  was  my  mailer  ;  and  I  wore  my  life, 
To  fpend  upon  his  haters :  If  thou  pleafe 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him, 
I'll  be  to  Cssfar ;  if  thou  pleafeft  not, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Caf.  What  is 't  thou  fay' it  ? 

Der.  I  fay,  O  C  22  far,  Antony  is  dead. 

Caf.  The  breaking  of  fo  great  a  thing  mould  make 
A  greater  crack  :  The  round  world 
Should  have  ihook  lions  into  civil  ftreets, 
And  citizens  to  their  dens :—  The  death  cf  Antony 
Is  not  a  fmgle  doom  :  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der.  He  is  dead,  Caefar; 
Not  by  a  public  miniller  of  juilice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife ;  but  that  felf  hand, 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  adls  it  did, 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend 

Vol.  VI.  H  h 


Spjitiei rhe  hear:.— This  is  his  ftrord, 

I  robb'd  hi.  ^cnnd  cf it ;  beheld  it  sbaimd 

Y-fitb  hi*  mod  r.eb'e  blood. 

C.-t  '.  Leah  y:  a  fad,  friend:  ; 
The  gods  rebuke  me,  bat  it  is  a  tidings 
Tc  w^ih  :he  eyes  c:  iairrrs. 

4gr«  And  Grange  ii  is, 
Thai  ::ru:f  mnncemoe]  as  :;  lame  a: 
Oar  mad  oerhben  deeds. 

JL'rr.  His  taints  aaad  henears 
Waged  equal  with  aim. 

-~v~.  A  rarer  fpirit  never 
Did  deer  hnman::y  :  bat  yea.  gods,  *riTj       e  us 
eeme  faalt  tc  ma  he  as  men.    C :t far  is  ;:a:h"d. 

Javr.  Wren  :h::_  a  fpacicas  mimerh  fa:  be f art  ihm: 
He  r.eeds  mad  fee  him: elf. 

Car/i  O  Antony! 
}  have  fellev'o  ir.es  :c  thh  ;---Ia:  ^e  dc  lame 
Difeafea  in  ear  b  oaies.    I  mad  r^erfarce 
Have  ihevvn  to  ibee  ib?ch  a  declining  bar. 
Or  look  on  thine ;  \re  could  not  foil  together 
In  the-  v  nc le  t.  crld  :  bar  yet  let  me  hmanr. 
With  tears  as  fowereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts, 
That  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
In  ten  e:  all  debgm  rr. v  mate  in  empire. 
Friend  and  come  anion  in  the  fmn:  cf  war. 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 
Where  m:ne  bis  the  ag  his  a: a   indie.---  taat :  ar  f : 
Unree  : neb. e able,  ib.oald  ..vice 
Oar  eqoalnefs  to  this. — Hear  me,  good  friends  . — 

Put  I  •  :  a:  some  ma e te r  deafer.  :  

Matmr  em  jEgyftuus. 
The  babneff  : f  i:.h  man  Iooks  car  of  aim  . 
TWH  hear  him  what  he  lays. — Whence  are  yon  ? 

A  poor  mfgypiiao    et :   Tbe  eater,  my 
rr.iftreff . 

Crrrrbd  in  all  bhe  i       her  rxo  raiment. 
Of  thy  intent*  ae.mr:  imbra::i:a  : 
That  {he  preparedly  may  frame  her 
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To  the  way  fhe'a  fofc'd  to. 

Ctff.  Bid  her  have  good  heart ; 
She  foon  (hall  know  of  us,  by  fome  of  ours, 
How  honourably  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her  :  for  Chefar  cannot  live 
To  be  ungentle. 

jEgypt.  So  tec  gods  preferve  thee  !  [Exit. 

Corf.  Come  bithejf,  Preculeius ;  Go,  and  fay, 
We  p'urpmc  her  no  fhame  :  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  paffion  thai!  require  ; 
Left,  in  her  greatnefs,  by  fome  mortal  Uroke, 
She  do  defeat  us :  for  her  life  in  Rcme 
Would  be  ererr.rd  in  our  triumph:  Go, 
And,  with  your  fpcediell,  bring  us  what  Qm  fays, 
And  how  you  fmd  of  her. 

Fro.  Gaefar,  I  moll.  \Exit  PraemUins, 

Cr/:  G alius,  go  you  along.-— Where's  Dolabella, 
To  fecond  Proculems  r  [Ev/7  Galluu 

J/L  Eokbelia! 

C<«/]  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 
How"  he's  employ'd  :  he  mail  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent ;  where  you  mail  fee 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war ; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  ftill 
In  all  my  writings  :  Go  with  me,  and  fee 
What  I  can  flt$w  iti  this.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Th e  1\ Icmimeni . 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  andJraf* 

Cleo.  My  devolution  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life  :  'Tis  paltry  to  be  C^cfar  ; 
Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortune's  knave, 
A  minifter  of  her  will :  and  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds ; 
Which  fhackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change  ; 
Which  fleep?,  and  never  palates  more  the  dune, 
The  beggar's  nurfe  and  OarfarV-.-— - 
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Enter  below,  Prceuleius,  Gal! us,  &c. 

Pro.  Cxfar  fends  greeting  to  the  queen  cf  iEgypt; 
And  bids  thee  ftudy  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'ri  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo.  What's  thy  name? 

Pro.  My  name  is  Prcculeius. 

Clec.  Antony 
Did  tell  me  cf  you,  bade  me  truit  you  ;  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceived, 
That  have  no  ufe  for  trufting.    If  your  mifter 
Wotdd  have  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  mult,  tell  him, 
That  majefly,  to  keep  decorum,  mull 
No  lefs  beg  than  a  kingdom  :  if  he  pleafe 
To  give  me  conquer'd  ^Egypt  for  my  fori, 
He  gives  me  fo  much  of  mine  own,  as  I 
V/ili  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer; 
Ycu  are  fallen  into  a  princelv  hand,  fear  nothing  : 
Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  lord, 
Who  is  fo  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need :  Let  me  report  to  him 
Your  fweet  dependency ;  and  you  QiaU  find 
A  conqueror,  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindnefs, 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  tell  him 
I  am  his  fortune's  vafTal,  and  I  fend  him 
The  greatnefs  he  has  got.    I  hourly  learn 
A  doctrine  of  obedience  ;  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  r  the  face 

Pro.  This  Fll  report,  dear  lady. 
Have  comfort;  for^  I  know,  your  plight  is  pity'd 
Cf  him  that  caus'd  it. 

[J/tdi.]  You  fee  how  eaiily  me  may  be  furpriz'd  ; 

[Here  Gall  us  and  guard  c fiend  the  mi- 
tiumcnt,  a\d  e.itcr behind. 

Guard  hei*)  'till  Qarfar  come.  [Exit. 
Iras.  Royal  queen  ! 

Char.  O  Cleopatra!  thou  art  taken,  queen! 
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CU).  Quick,  quick,  good  hands. 

\  Drawing  a  dagger. 
Proculelus  rujhes  in>  and  difarms  the  Queen. 

Pro.  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold  ; 
Do  not  yourfelf  fuch  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
Reliev'd,  but  not  betray'd. 

Cleo.  What,  of  death  too,  that  rids  our  dogs  of 
languilh  ? 

Pro.  Cleopatra, 
Do  not  abufe  our  mailer's  bounty,  by 
The  undoing  of  yourfeif :  let  the  world  fee 
His  noblenefs  weil  acted,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou,  death  ? 
Come  hither,  come  !  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars ! 

Pro.  O,  temperance,  lady  ! 

Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  I'll  not  drink,  llr ; 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  neceffary, 
I'll  not  fleep  neither :  This  mortal  houfe  I'll  ruin, 
Do  Cx'far  what  he  can.    Know,  fir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinion'd  at  your  mailer's  court  % 
Nor  once  be  chaftis'd  with  the  fober  eye 
Of  dull  Oclavia.    Shall  they  hoifl  me  up, 
And  mew  me  to  the  fhouting  varletry 
Of  cenfuring  Rome  ?  Rather  a  ditch  in  ^Egypt 
Be  gentle  grave  unto  me  ?  rather  on  Nilus'  mud 
Lay  me  flark  naked,  and  let  the  water- flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring  !  rather  make 
My  country's  high  pyramids  my  gibbet, 
And  hang  me  up  in  chains  1 

Pro.  You  do  extend 
Thefe  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  mall 
Find  caufe  in  Csefar. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Do!.  Proculeius,  j 
What  thou  haft  done  thy  mailer  Caefar  knows* 
And  he  hath  fent  for  thee  :  as  for  the  queers 
Hh  2 
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Til  take  her  to  my  guard. 

Pro.  So,  Dolabelia, 
It  fhall  content  me  belt :  be  gentle  to  her, — 
To  Casfar  I  will  fpeak  what  you  mail  pleafe, 

[7c  Cleopatra. 

If  you'll  employ  me  to  him. 

Cleo.  Say,  I  would  die.  [Exit  Prcculeius . 

Del.  Moil  noble  emprefs,  you  have  heard  of  me  ? 

Cleo.  I  cannot  tell. 

Del.  AfTuredly,  you  know  me. 

Cleo.  No  matter,  fir,  what  I  have  heard  or  known. 
You  laugh,  when  boys,  or  women,  tell  their  dreams; 
Is't  not  your  trick  ? 

Do!.  I  underltand  not#  madam. 

Cleo.  I  dream'd,  there  was  an  emperor  Antony; 
O,  fuch  another  fleep,  that  I  might  fee 
But  fuch  another  man! 

Dol.  If  it  might  pleafe  you,--- 

Cleo.  His  face  was  as  the  heavens ;  and  therein  ftuck 
A  fun,  and  moon ;  which  kept  their  courfe,  and  lighted 
The  little  O,  the  earth. 

Dol.  Molt  fovereign  creature, --- 

Cleo.  His  legs  befirid  the  ocean  ;  his  rear'd  arm 
Creiled  the  world  :  his  voice  wis  property'd 
As  all  the  tuned  fpheres,  and  that  to  friends  ; 
Bat  when  he  meant  to  quail  and  (hake  the  orb. 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.    For  his  bounty, 
There  was  no  winter  in  "t  ;  an  autur-m  'twas. 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping  :  His  delights 
Were  dolphin-like;  they  fhev  5d  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in  :  In  his  li-  ery 
Walk'd  crowns,  and  crownets  ;  realms  and  ifland: 
were 

As  plates  dropt  from  his  pocket. 
Dol.  Cleopatra,  

Cleo.  Think  you  there  was,  or  might  be,  fuch  a 
man 

As  this  1  dream'd  of? 
Del.  Gentle  madam,  ro. 

Hh  l 
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Cleo.  You  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods. 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  fuch, 
It's  pad  the  fize  of  dreaming  :  Nature  wants  Huff 
To  vie  ftrange  forms  with  fancy  ;  yet,  to  imagine 
An  Antony,  were  nature's  piece  'gainfc  fancy, 
Condemning  ihaclows  quite. 

Dol.  Hear  me,  good  madam  : 
Your  lofs  is  as  yourfelf,  great ;  and  you  bear  it 
As  anfwering  to  the  weight:  'Would  I  might  never 
Q'ertake  purfu'd  fuccefs,  but  I  do  feel, 
By  the  rebound  of  your's,  a  grief  that  moots 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cleo,  I  thank  you,  fir. 
Know  you,  what  Caefar means  to  do  with  me? 

Dol.  I  am  loth  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you  knew. 

Cleo,  Nay,  pray  you,  fir, — 

Dol.  Though  he  be  honourable,— 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph  ? 

Dol.  Madam,  he  will ;  I  know  it. 

All.  Make  way  there, — Cssfar. 

Enter   Cafar,    G alius,    Me c anas,    Proculeius.  and 
Alt  end  ants. 

Caf.  Which  is  the  queen  of  JEgypt  ? 

Dol.  It  is  the  emperor,  madam.         [Cleo.  kneels. 

C&f,  Arife,  you  mail  not  kneel  : 
T  pray  you,  rife  ;    rife,  JEgypt, 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus  ;  my  mailer  and  my  lord 
I  mufl  obey. 

cVyi  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts  ; 
The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  Rem,  we  (hall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo.  Sole  fir  o'  the  world, 
I  cannot  project  mine  own  caufe  fo  wejl 
To  make  it  clear  :  but  do  confefs,  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 
Have  often  fham'd  our  fex. 
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Ca:f.  Cleopatra,  know, 
We  will  extenuate  rather  than  enforce  : 
If  you  apply  yourfelf  to  our  intents, 
(Which  towards  you  are  moil  gentle)  you  (hall  iind 
A  beneiit  in  this  change  :  but  if  you  feek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 
Antony's  courfe,  you  mall  bereave  yourfelf 
Of  my  good  purpofes,  and  put  your  children 
To  that  dellruclion  which  I'll  guard  them  from, 
if  thereon  you  rely.    I'll  take  my  leave. 

Cleo.  And  may,  through  all  the  world  :  ?tis  yours; 
and  we 

Your  Tcutcheons,  and  your  figns  of  conqeit,  fhall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  pleafe.    Here^  my  good 
lord. 

C&f.  You  lhall  advife  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 
Cleo.    This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and 
jewels, 

I  ampoiTefs'd  of :  'tis  exaclly  valued  ; 
Not  petty  things  admitted. — Where's  Seleucus  ? 
Sel.  Here  madam. 

Cleo.  This  is  my  trcafurer;   let  him  fpeak  my 
lord, 

Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  referv'd 

To  my felf  nothing.    Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Madam, 
1  had  rather  feal  my  lips,  thr.n,  to  my  peril, 
Speak  that  which  is  not. 

Cleo.  What  have  I  kept  back  ? 

Sel.  Enough  to  purchaf?  what  you  have  made 
known. 

C<?f.  Nay,  Mufti  not  ,  Cleopatra;  I  approve 
Ycur  M  ifdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  Crrfar  !  O,  behold, 
How  pomp  is  follow 'd  !  mine  will  JMW  be  ycurs  ; 
And,  fnouid  we  fhift  eflates,  yours  would  be  min:. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild  : — Oflave  of  no  more  trail 
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Than  love  that's  hir'd  ! — What,  goefl:  thou  back  ? 
then  flialt 

Go  back..  I  warrant  thee  ;  but  Til  catch  thine  eyes, 
Though  they  had  wings :  Slave,  foul-lefs  villain, 
dog ! 

O  rarely  bafe  !• 

Caf.  Good  queen,  let  us  intreat  you. 

Cleo.  O  CcTar,  what  a  wounding  ihameis  this  ; 
That  thou,  voucHfafing  here  to  vifitme, 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordlinefs 
To  one  To  meek,  that  mine  own  fervant  mould 
Parcel  the  fum  of  my  difgraces  by 
Addition  of  his  envy !  Say,  good  Caefar, 
That  I  fome  lady  trifles  had  referv'd, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  fuch  dignity 
As  we  greet  modern  friends  withal ;  and  fay, 
Some  nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 
For  Livia,  and  Oclavia,  to  induce 
Their  meditation  ;  mult  I  be  unfolded 
With  one  that  I  have  bred  ?  The  gods !  It  fmifes 
me 

Beneath  the  fall  I  have.    Pr'ythee,  go  hence  ; 

\Tq  S  elevens* 

Or  I  mall  fhew  the  cinders  of  my  fcirits 

Through  the  afhes  of  my  chance  i  Wert  thou  a  man, 

Thou  would'il  have  mercy  on  me. 

"Car/.  Forbear,  Seleucus.  [Exit  Seleitevs. 

Cleo.  Be  it  known,   that  we,  the  greateil,  are 
mil- thought 
For  things  that  others  do ;  and,  when  we  fall,- 
We  anfwer  others'  merits  in  cur  names, 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

C&f.  Cleopatra, 
Not  what  you  have  referv'd,  nor  what  acknowledge, 
Put  we  V  the  roll  of  conquer!  :  iUll  be  it  yours, 
Bellow  it  at  your  pleafure  ;  and  believe, 
C  nar's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  merchants  fold.  Therefore  be  cheer'd ; 
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Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prifons ;  no,  dear 
queen; 

For  we  intend  ib  to  difpofe  you,  as 

Yourfejf  Stall  give  us  council.    Feed,  and  fleep  : 

Our  care  and  pity  is  fo  much  upon  you, 

That  we  remain  j  our  friend  ;  And  To,  adieu. 

Ck&,  My  mailer,  and  my  lord  i 

Caf.  Not  fo  :  Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Ceejar,  and his  train. 

Clto.  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that 
I  mould  not 
Ee  noble  to  myfeif :  But  hark  thee,  Charmian. 

[  Whifpers  Charmian . 

Iras.  Finim,  good  lady  ;  the  bright^day  is  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again  : 
I  have  fpoke  already,  and  it  is  provided  : 
Go  put  ir  to  the  halte. 

Char.  Madam,  I  will. 

Ri-eiter  D  hhellc. 
Del.  Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Char.  Behold,  fir.  [Exit  Charmian. 

Cleo.  Dolabeila: 

Dei.  Madam,  as  thereto  f.vorn  by  your  com- 
mand, 

Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  toil  you  this  :  Cs-far  through  Syria 
Intends  his  journey  ;  and,  w  ithin  three  days, 
You  with  your  children  will  he  lend  before  ; 
Make  your  befr  ufe  of  this :  I  have  perform'd 
Your  pleafure,  and  my  promife. 

Cleo.  Dolabeila, 
I  ihail  remain  j  our  debtor. 

DA.  I  your  fervant. 
Adieu,  good  queen ;  I  muft  attend  on  Caefar. 

[  Ixn 

Cleo,   Farewell  and  thanks.     Now,   Ira?,  what 
think'ft  thou  ? 
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Thou  an  -Egyptian  puppet,  {halt  be  ftiewn 
In  Rome,  as  well  as  I  :  mechanic  Haves 
With  greafy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  fhali 
Uplift  us  to  the  view  ;  in  their  thick  breaths, 
M  ink  of  grofs  diet,  (hall  we  be  enciouded, 
And  forced  to  drink  their  vapour. 
Ira  t.  The  g  0  d  s  fb  rb  id  ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  'tis  inoft  certain.  Iras :  Saucy  lictcrs 
Will  catch  at  us,  like  itrumpets ;  and  icald  rhimers 
Ballad  us  out  o'tune  :  the  quick  comedians 
-Extern  poraliy  will  ftage  us.  and  prefent 
Our  Alexandrian  revels  ;  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  mall  fee 
Some  fqueaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  greatnefs 
V  the  podure  of  a  whore; 

Iras.  O  the  good  gods! 

Cleo.  Nay,  thatrs  certain. 

Iras.  Til  never  lee  it;  for,  I  am  fure,  my  nails 
Are  fcronger  than  mine  eyes. 

Cko.  Why,  that's  the  way 
To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 
Their  moil  abVard  intents.— Now,  Charmian!  — 

Enter  Charmian. 
Shew  me,  nv  women,  like  a  queen  :— Go  fetch 
My  beil  attires -I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 
To  meet  Mark  Antony  .;— Sirrah,  Iras,  go.-— 
Now,  noble  Charmian,  we'll  difpatch  indeed  : 
And,  when  thou  haft  done  this  chare,  I'll  save  thee 
leave 

To  play  'till  dooms-day.— -Bring  our  crown  and  all. 
Wherefore's  this  noife? 

\  A  noife  ivMi  9. 

Enter  one  of  the  C:.ar.i. 

Guar  J.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow, 
That  will  not  be  deny'd  your  highnefs'  prefence ; 
-Pie  brings  yea  figs. 
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Cleo.  Let  him  come  in.    What  a  poor  inilrument 

[Exit  Guard. 
May  do  a  noble  deed  1  he  brings  me  liberty. 
My  refolution's  placed ;  and  i  nave  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me  :  Now  from  head  to  foot 
1  am  marbie-conjtant  :  now  the  fleeting  moon 
Xo  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enter  Guard,  -jjith  a  Clown  bringing  a  bajket. 
Guard.  This  is  the  man. 

Clso.  Avoid  and  leave  him.  [Exit  Guard. 

Hail  thou  the  pretty  worm  of  Nilus  there, 
That  kills  and  pains  not  ? 

Cltrvon.  Truly  I  hav  e  him  :  but  I  would  no:  be  the 
party  that  mould  dehre  you  to  touch  him,  for  his 
biting  is  immortal ;  thoie,  that  do  die  of  it,  do  feidom 
or  never  recover. 

Clto*  Remembcril  thou  any  that  have  dy'd  on't? 

Cteson.  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.  I  heard 
of  one  of  them  no  longer  than  yelierday :  a  very 
honeft  woman,  but  fomething  given  to  lie :  as  a 
woman  lhould  not  do,  but  in  the  way  of  honeity  : 
how  me  dy'd  of  the  biting  of  it,  what  pain  me  felt, 
— Truly,  lhe  makes  a  very  good  report  o'  the  worm: 
But  he  tnat  will  believe  ail  that  they  fay,  >riall  never 
be  faved  by  half  that  they  do  :  Eut  this  is  moll  fal- 
lible, the  worm's  an  odd  worm. 

Cleo.  Get  thee  hence;  farewell, 

Cfadm.  I  v.-iih  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 

Cleo.  farewell. 

Chrtan.  You  maft  think  this,  look  you  that  the 
verm  will  do  his  kind. 
C&th  Ay,  ay  ;  farewell. 

Chum.  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  (rafted* 
but  in  trie  keeping  of  wife  people  3  for,  indeed,  there 
is  no  goodnefs  in  me  worm, 

CUo.  Take  thoonocarej  i:  (tall  be  heeded. 
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Cltrwn.  Very  good  :  give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you, 
for  it  is  not  worth  the  feeding. 
Cleo.  Will  it  eat  me  ? 

Cio-zvn.  You  mull  not  think  I  am  fo  fimple,  but  I 
know  the  devil  himfelf  will  not  eat  a  woman  :  1  know 
that  a  woman  is  a  diili  for  the  gods,  if  the  devil 
dreis  her  not.  But,  truly,  thefe  fame  whore-fon  de 
vils  do  the  gods  great  harm  in  their  women  ;  for  in 
everv  ten  that  they  make,  the  devils  mar  five. 

Cleo.  Well,  get  thee  gone;  farewell. 

Cfoum.  Yes,  forfooth  ;  I  wiili  voujov  o'  the  worar. 

[Exit, 

Cleo.  Give  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  crown;  i  have 
Immortal  longings  in  me  :  Now  no  more 
The  juice  of  Egypt's  grape  mall  moiit  this  lip  : — 

Yare,  yare,  good  Iras ;  quick  Methinks,  1  heai 

Antony  call ;  I  fee  him  roufe  himfelf 
To  praife  my  noble  aft ;  1  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Csfar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excuie  their  after  wrath  :  Hulband,  I  come  : 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  tide  ! 
I  am  nre,  and  air  :  my  other  elements 
I  give  to  baier  life. — So — have  you  done_: 
Come  then,  and  take  the  laft  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell,  kind  Cnarmian  ; — Iras,  a  long  fare  well. 

[  Apply  *n&      dji  • 

Have  I  the  aipick  in  my  lips  r  Doit  fall :     [lb  Iras, 
If  thou  and  nature  can  fo  gently  part, 
The  ftroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch, 
Which  hurts,  and  is  denr'd.    Dofl  thou  lie  liiil ; 
If  thus  thou  vaniiheil,  thou  tell'ft  the  world 
I:  is  not  worth  leave-taking.  [Iras  dies. 

Char,  Diflblve,  thick  cloud,  and  rain  ;  that  I  may 
fay, 

The  gods  themfelves  do  weep  ! 

CUo,  This  proves  me  bafe  : 
If  the  firfl  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
He'll  make  demand  of  her;  and  ipend  that  k:  Css 
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Which  b  my  heaven  :o  hive. — Come,  thoa  mortal 

wretch, 

With  thy  (harp  teeth  this  knot  intrinficate 

Of  lire  a:  once  untie  :  pear  venomous  fool, 
Be  angry,  and  diipatch.    O,  cccldrr  thoa  fpedtj 
~ I  :n: near  thee  call  ^reat  Caviar.  fcfi 
Crneciicy'd  ! 

C        O  eadern  dar  ! 

C... .  Peace,  peace  1 
Den  the  a  nc:  Ae  nay  hazy  a:  my  bread, 
Tna:  Ac.-:s  :..e  r.arA  adeee  : 

Ccar.  O,  break!  O,  break! 

dr.  As  Aveetas  balm,  as  Aft  as  air,  as  gentle — 

O  Antony  ! — Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too  :  

[jfpfhmg  esmtber  Aff  to  her  Arm. 
What,  Aoula  1  nay   r  D:::. 

Ci^r.  In  this  wild  ^orlc  ! — So,  rare  thee  weD. 
New  bean  thee,  dea:n  :  in  my  pcueulon  lies 
A  ia:"s  an;  arable  I'd — Davny  wiadows,  clofe  : 
And  ^rdaer.  Phis  has  never  re  ;;h;la 
Cfevci  a  rain  fo  re}  a!  '.  Yc  ar  ;: :  ••  n*s  a^rv  : 
TO  mend  it,  and  then  r»lay. 

Enter  the  Guard,  rufbitsg  in. 

i  Gi.::.r£.  Where  is  :he  queen  : 

Cher.  Speak  foftiy,  wake  her  not. 

i  Guard.  Cteihr  hath  Ant  

Cheer.  Tee  few  a  medenger. — 

[  Chzrmian  applies  the  Ajp. 
O  come  ;  apace,  difpatch: — I  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Guard.  Approach,  ho!  All's  not  weft:  Csdari 

begfrird. 

2  Guar.:.  There's  Dolabeila  lent  iron;  CaAar; — 

call  him. 

i  Guard.  What  work  is  here  ? — Charmian,  is  this 
well  der.e ; 

Cr:.-.  It  :s    ell  dene,  and  rltting  fcr  a  princefs 
DsAendea  of  fo  nur.y  royal  kingf 
A  h .  fold  l  e  r  !  •  [€-.:-.->.  :a  A 
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Enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  How  goes  it  here  ? 

2  Guard.  All  dead. 

Dol.  Caefar,  thy  thoughts 
Touch  their  effecls  in  this :  Thyfelf  art  coming 
To  fee  perform'd  the  dreaded  ac~t,  which  thou 
So  fougkt*ft  to  hinder. 

Enter  C<?far  and  Attendants. 

Within.  Away  there,  away  for  Caefar ! 

Dol.  O,  Sir,  you  are  too  fure  an  augurer ! 
That  you  did  fear,  is  done. 

Cef.  Braved  at  the  laft  : 
She  level'd  at  ourpurpofes,  and,  being  royal. 
Took  her  own  way. — The  manner  of  their  deaths  ?— 
I  do  not  fee  them  bleed. 

Dol.  Who  was  laft  with  them  ? 

I  Guard.  A  fimple  countryman,  that  brought  her 
figs  ; 

This  was  his  bafcet. 

Caf.  Poifon'd  then.  . 

1  Guard.  O  Csefar, 
This  Charmian  liv'd  but  now;  me  ftood,  and  fpake: 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  miftrefs ;  tremblingly  fhe  ftood, 
And  on  the  fudden  dropp'd. 

Caf.  O  noble  weaknefs ! — 
If  they  had  fwallow'd  poifon,  'twould  appear 
By  external  fwelling  ;  but  fhe  looks  like  fieep, 
As  fne  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  ftrong  toil  of  grace. 

Dol.  Here  on  her  breaft 
There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  fomething  blown  : 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

1  Guard.  This  is  an  afpick's  trail;  and  thefe  fig- 
leaves 

Have  (lime  upon  them,  facto  as  the  afpick  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

Caf.  Moft  probable, 
That  fo  me  dy'd ;  for  her  phyfician  tells  me; 
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She  hath  purfued  conclcilons  infinite 

Of  eafy  ways  to  die. — Take  up  her  bed? 

And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument  : — 

She  mall  be  buried  by  her  Anton;  : 

No  grave  upon  the  earth  mall  clip  in  it 

A  pair  To  famous.    High  events  as  thefe 

Strike  thofe  that  make  them  :  and  their  flory  is 

No  lefs  in  pity,  than  his  glory,  which 

Brought  them  to  be  lamented.    Our  army  mall, 

In  folemn  (hew,  attend  this  funeral; 

And  then  to  Rome. — Come,  Dolabella,  fee 

High  order  in  this  great  folcmnity.     [Exeunt  mimes. 


NOTE. 

Tr.is  phy  keeps  curionty  always  bufv.  and  the  paftons  always 
intereited.  The  continual  hurry  of  the  act;on,  the  variety  of  in- 
cidents, and  the  quick  fuccelTion  cf  one  perfenage  to  another,  cAi 
the  mind  forward  without  interrriifiion  from  the  ti  it  act  to  rhe  larf . 
But  the  pjwer  of  delighting  is  derived  principruly  from  the  6c- 
quent  changes  of  the  fcene  ;  for  except  the  feminine  arts,  fome  of 
which  are  too  low,  which  diltinguiih  C:e'  patra,  no  charac"t:r  is 
ven*  lt;onglv  c::cri:n:r..-ted.  Up:  n.  wh  did  r.-.t  eai:ly  mi.'s  whit 
he  Hehred  t  -  tind,  1  as  difcovered  th.-.t  the  lanzua^e  of  Antony  is, 
with  great  lkill  and  learning,  made  poncpo;  s  and  fuperb,  accord- 
ing to  his  real  practice.  But  I  think  h;s  didtion  net  d  lVinguifhable 
from  that  of  others  :  the  melt  timid  fpeech  in  the  play  is  that 
which  C3efar  makes  to  Octavia. 

The  events,  of  which  the  princ  p:.!  are  dricribed  according  to 
hiftorv,       produced  without  any  art  of  connexion  cr  care  of  d It— 
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